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Welcome to the Christian Union Brethren in Christ Church 
Saturday, August 9, 2003 


PON eRGd Gy eee eas cdi ihn do dels ce cae tide cechechacsccncccesannncenancnnencpnennoscobeootvocoseses Esther Davidson 


Remembering the life of Frank D. Breckbill 


VV ING ENE MERE ERPOCHCDHI?. <......ccoccccscaccoscouctevccccatcassecseccosesaccoccsees Rev. Jerel Book, Pastor 
Responsive Reading: Matthew 5: 1-10 ..............csssssccsssscsessssssscssscceccccees Michelle Bouck 


And seeing the multitudes, he went up into a mountain: and when he was set, his disciples 
came unto him: and he opened his mouth, and taught them, saying, 
e Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of heaven 
e Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be comforted 
e Blessed are the meek: for they shall inherit the earth. 
e Blessed are they who do hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they shall be 
filled. 


e Blessed are the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy. 
e Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God. 
e Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called the children of God. 
e Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteousness’ sake: for theirs is the 
kingdom of heaven. 
IVEMERINO Wo LS Usecearasanceticeaceseccescccossstcccccoscoccesesset serctstadetatscentechecesccseseviess Peter Beuchat 


Ye are the salt of the earth: but if the salt has lost its savour, wherewith shall it be 
salted? It is thenceforth good for nothing, but to be cast out, and to be trodden under 
foot of men. 


Ye are the light of the world. A city that is set on a hill cannot be hid. Neither do men 
light a candle, and put it under a bushel, but on a candlestick: and it giveth light unto 
all that are in the house. Let your light so shine before men, that they may see your 
good works and glorify your Father which is in heaven. 


OS ARTES BRU Oras olssstats cd loved otnsn dexecsoasenave sheanng badass sasessececacsacovesscecsseocoves Hoosier Gentry 
The Brechbill/Davidson Expectations ...............ccccccccccscsssssssssssssccssssseees Gary Beuchat 
SeestREMCE WECALELE: SOTA 1.1 ccosnccsci vesoscenseacesssdenessescersutacecesaiivesecescsereceosrsettices Hoosier Gentry 
MOR IR NAINA OT IOS Soecg ct ctesecornacetesatccasreatsenatcttinetaes ieseccsiccvseseccavacadscosssenseal Willard Stump 


Pet nibS OMNIVACALION, ©: cscadecicsa tscsesesosssecesetsanscessesssteratisicecseoestusessacecveseisesoorey sae Hoosier Gentry 
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Remembrances of Friends and Family Members..................cccccseseseees Davidson Sisters 
Congregation Participation 


Scripture Reading: Jolin 15: 1-10; 12-17...........cscsssscssssssscccesssesssscccceceeces Dennis Clark 


I am the true vine, and my Father is the husbandman. Every branch in me 
that beareth not fruit he taketh away; and every branch that beareth fruit, he 
purgeth it, that it may bring forth more fruit. 


Now ye are clean through the word which I have spoken unto you. Abide in 
me, and I in you. As the branch cannot bear fruit of itself, except it abide in the 
vine; no more can ye, except ye abide in me. 


I am the vine, ye are the branches. He that abideth in me, and I in him, the 
same bringeth forth much fruit: for without me ye can do nothing. If a man 
abideth not in me, he is cast forth as a branch, and is withered; and men gather 
them, and cast them into the fire, and they are burned. 


If ye abide in me, and my words abide in you, ye shall ask what ye will, and 
it shall be done unto you. Herein is my Father glorified, that ye bear much 
fruit; so shall ye be my disciples. 


As the Father hath loved me, so have I loved you; continue ye in my love. If 
ye keep my commandments, ye shall abide in my love; even as I have kept my 
Father’s commandments, and abide in his love. This is my commandment, that 
ye love one another as I have loved you. 


Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his 
friends. Ye are my friends, if ye do whatsoever I command you. Henceforth, I 
call you not servants; for the servant knoweth not what his lord doeth; but I 
have called you friends, for all things that I have heard of my Father I have 
made known unto you. 


Ye have not chosen me, but I have chosen you, and ordained you, that ye 
Should go and bring forth fruit, and that your fruit should remain: that 
whatsoever ye shall ask of the Father in my name, he may give it you. These 
things I command you, that ye love one another. 


SNearen iy God Caiee iceceseee. cece. asses Late ae tccnapectea bel tancesscccecenecees Hoosier Gentry 
NUCTICRIMELVY OFM wocceccsuvcctectctcecteoceescscssvovseonnciorerseptentntcetnes cesevseossescorsaace Dr. Jeremy Clark 
SU EST EROS SAIN Zia h Sas VR. aeaIEE 127 te SERTS, RENE Poets data tatdete Ld Leelte cence deibl Hoosier Gentry 


Mi LOSI TNE REMY ES £05, ccs vectctaceccce cosouscocscsuascistevteeet tes: cosneedaencesnccusesteunecdeest Rev. Jerel Book 
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Honoring the Brechbill Family 


Proceed to the Christian Union Cemetery 


Processional “Amazing Grace” 


1. Amazing grace! How sweet the sound 
That saved a wretch like me! 

I once was lost, but now am found; 

Was blind, but now I see. 


2. Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 


And grace my fears relieved; 
How precious did that grace appear 
The hour I first believed. 


3. Through many dangers, toils and snares, 
I have already come; 

Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 


Scripture: Psalm 121 


Bob Downing, Bagpipist 


4. Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail, 
And mortal life shall cease, 

I shall possess, within the veil, 

A life of love and peace. 


5. The earth shall soon dissolve like snow, 
The sun forbear to shine; 

But God, Who called me here below, 
Shall be forever mine. 


6. When we’ ve been there ten thousand 
years, Bright shining as the sun, 
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 
Than when we'd first begun. 


Rev. Jerel Book 


I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help. My help 
cometh from the Lord, which made heaven and earth. He will not suffer thy foot 
to be moved; he that keepeth thee will not slumber. Behold, he that keepeth thee 


shall neither slumber nor sleep. 


The Lord is thy keeper; the Lord is thy shade upon thy right hand. The sun 
shall not smite thee by day, nor the moon by night. The Lord shall preserve thee 
from all evil; he shall preserve thy soul. The Lord shall preserve thy going out 
and thy coming in from this time forth, and even for evermore. 


About the Brechbill family and Christian Union Church ................. Davidson Sisters 


Congregational Hymn “Blest Be the Tie” 


Led by Hoosier Gentry 


Blest be the tie that binds our hearts in Christian love; 
The fellowship of kindred minds is like to that above. 


Before our Father’s throne, we pour our ardent prayers; 
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, our comforts and our cares. 


When we asunder part, it gives us inward pain 
But we shall still be joined in heart, and hope to meet again. Amen 
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Prayer of Protection by James Dillet Freeman....................... Congregation in Unison 


The light of God surrounds me. 
The love of God enfolds me. 
The power of God protects me. 
The presence of God watches over me. 


The mind of God guides me. 
The life of God flows through me. 
The laws of God direct me. 

The power of God abides within me. 


The joy of God upliftts me. 
The strength of God renews me. 
The beauty of God inspires me. 

Wherever I am, God is! 

And all is well. Amen 


Everyone is welcome to join with friends and family for dinner in the fellowship 
hall, and more music by the Hoosier Gentry. 
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Frank D. Breckbill 
February 7, 1925 — July 27, 2003 


Frank “Junior” Breckbill, son of Rev. Frank and Jennie Brechbill, was born in Garrett and lived 
over half of his life there, where his many experiences shaped his life of service. Frank’s first 
memory of work was collecting eggs from the 200 laying hens on the farm. Hunting eggs in the 
barn was one of his favorite pastimes. Milking was a chore, but threshing was a festive occasion, 
with lots of people and great food. He writes that, “Cooperation among the neighborhood 
farmers made the job much easier and more pleasant, and the stories traded between men and 
boys helped in the younger’s understanding right-of-passage experiences to come.” 


In the spring of 1950, he began work at Electric Motors and Specialties — a high point in his 
working life that he always looked back on with a great deal of enjoyment. There he could “feed 
metals into cauldrons and through machines - usable, intricate, unbelievably shaped parts 
emerged.” 


The perfect combination of Hoover mechanical genes and Brechbill intellect served Frank well 
his entire life. One of his greatest passions was flying. He had his first “airplane” at age 4, and 
his first real ride almost a decade later. He purchased a Taylorcraft BC12D in August 1954 and 
was very proud of the hangar he built on the farm in 1958, adjacent to the airstrip — with 
windsock — and overhead gas storage. He took many people in the Garrett community for their 
very first airplane ride. 


Music was an essential part of Frank’s genetic makeup. He recalled that, “With the exception of 
Grandma Hoover lying in her hospital bed for over three years in the living room where the 
piano sat, my ‘talents’ were praised.” Like many piano students, Frank was traumatized by the 
“Lost Chord,” which he lost in one of his last piano recitals. But he began playing the church 
pump organ at age 13 — an Estey, the Cadillac of church pump organs - that had been played by 
his father. Christian Union elected Frank as the church organist, a post that he held for several 
years. 


Always happiest in front of an audience, Frank’s first memory of singing to an audience was 
about age 8. The pastor’s wife at that time, Mrs. Clyde Shirk, had a beautifully melodious voice, 
and her diction was flawless. Frank recalled, “What an honor to be asked to sing a duet with her! 
Though only eight, my corn-fed alto voice melted among her soprano notes most harmoniously, 
and several in the audience showed their appreciation with tears.” 


Frank left Garrett High School after his freshman year to attend Messiah Bible College. In 1942 
he was chosen to be the first tenor in the First College Male Quartet, that traveled and performed 
throughout Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Indiana. In the fall of 1946, he won a solo spot in the annual 
Auburn Rotary Club’s minstrel show where he met Jess Saltsman, a carpenter; Carl Haines, a 
lumber yard manager, and Bob Hartung, a farmer. They formed The Minute Men Quartet of 
Auburn and within two years rose to be tenth in barbershop singing competition in Indiana. 
Frank began arranging gospel music in Barbershop harmony for a number of church programs. 
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For thirteen years The Minute Men enjoyed stage work that included one gig with Tennessee 
Ernie Ford; programs at the Indiana State Prison, a tent meeting in Ft. Wayne seating six 
thousand people; numerous tours from Indiana to Florida and into Canada, and a six month taped 
daily radio show. They organized a tent meeting in Auburn bringing religious groups of “all 
stripes” together in cooperation. While in the Peace Corps from 1980 — 1982, Frank directed an 
elite choir of ex-patriots from England, South Africa, and America. 


Frank is thankful for having two daughters and several grandchildren who are musically gifted 
and who have become musicians in their own right. 


A Methodist lay minister, Frank pastored a country church near Wooster, Ohio for 18 months. 
He and his daughter Elaine ministered to a local nursing home weekly. Frank graduated from 
the University of Akron (OH) in 1975 with a BA in sociology, and toured Europe (including 
Turkey and Russia) for eight weeks with his wife, Carole (also a 1975 graduate). 


Responding to the Brechbill/Davidson expectation to “do good works,” Frank was responsible 
for legislation requiring “triplicate script” and computerization of dangerous drugs, and worked 
tirelessly to promote cooperative business ventures between the Israelis and Palestinians as a 
means to bring peace to that troubled region. He made several trips to the Middle East, 
individually and with groups, to promote his Economic Union plan, and his op-ed was published 
nationally in the fall of 1976. 


In his retirement Frank recalled a “wonderful life of great experiences, meeting beautiful people, 
and enjoying family.” 


Frank passed away July 27, and his body was donated to a medical school in Chicago in 
accordance with his wishes. He is survived by his wife of 34 years, four daughters, one son, 
sixteen grandchildren and fifteen great-grandchildren. 


A memorial service and celebration of his life will be held on Saturday, August 9, beginning at 
noon in the Christian Union Brethren in Christ Church, followed by lunch in the church 
fellowship hall. Friends and family are all welcome to attend. 
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Opening Remarks Rev. Jerel Book 


Farmer, factory worker, father .. . “missionary,” musician, minister . . . actor, author, 
advocate — Frank wrote in 1997 that all of his experiences now are memories. Pleasant ones — 
except the Lost Chord at his last piano recital. “I’m so thankful for the music and the role it has 
played in my life,” he said. “Since my stroke, I’ve rarely touched the keyboards of either the 
piano or the parlor pump organ sitting in our living room. My left hand stumbles over the bass 
notes now, similar to its stumbling over my computer keyboard, and I prefer the pleasant 
memories of the past to being reminded of my present state. So I just look at music keyboards 
now with nostalgia.” 


You will be hearing a lot of Frank’s memories today, and perhaps we will all know a 
little more about the 78-year-old whom many of you still refer to as “Junior.” 


Frank’s first REAL job was gathering eggs, at age 6, on his parents farm. At age 11 he 
was milking by hand, and by the time he was 16 he was carrying the full farm load. He felled 
trees that grew on the farm and, with a neighbor and cross-cut saw, together with used cut lumber 
from the sawmill, he built a 22’ x 32’ grain storage, hip-roof building in 1947. Then he moved a 
22’ x 28’ former hog shed about 100’ and attached it to the barn. His new Farmall International 
Tractor and several implements were delivered in August 1950 on the day he broke his leg in a 
farm accident! 


He sold life insurance part time, dug graves from 1943 through 1956 in the Christian 
Union Cemetery at $8 per grave, and helped the Garrett mortician for two years. He purchased 
his Taylorcraft BC-12-D airplane in August 1954, developed an airstrip on his farm complete 
with windsock and overhead gas storage, and built the hangar in 1958. Then he constructed a 
four- bedroom house northeast of Garrett. After moving to Ohio, he worked for a builder, 
subcontracted the building of his six-bedroom plantation style house on the shores of Lake Cable, 
Ohio, completing most of the electrical and landscaping work himself. He designed and built the 
first prefabricated church while working for a lumber contractor in Canton, Ohio. 


A man of many talents, Frank was encouraged to perform in church plays and events as 
he was growing up. But his first “big time” role was that of Detective Gallagher in “Detective 
Story” at the Ft. Wayne community theater in January 1954, and then had a minor role in 
“Sweethearts” later that same year on Ft. Wayne’s outdoor theater stage. At the Canton Player’s 
Guild he played the role of Judge Advocate in “Caine Mutiny Court Martial,” and later shared the 
leads in “My Three Angels” and “A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum” — these 
latter roles showing an inherent sense of comedy timing and expression. 


Frank never had a lot of money, but he shared his life fully with his community to help 
make the world a better place. He and his wife served in the Peace Corps in Swaziland, Africa, 
from 1980 to 1982, and he used all of his experiences from the farm and the factory, to champion 
the cause of peace in the Middle East, energy conservation and co-generation at home, and 
computer tracking of mind-altering prescription drugs. 


He was published in the Congressional Record, Reader’s Digest, and in syndicated 
columns throughout the United States. He met prime ministers, presidents, King Hussein of 
Jordan as well as the Crown Prince, and other international leaders, and was well known on 
Capitol Hill. He said, “I am retired from a lifetime of service...and loving every moment.” We 
will hear more of Frank’s remembrances during the service. 
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The Brechbill/Davidson Expectations Gary Beuchat 


Following through on my commitment to my father, who pressured me into “accepting 
Christ as my personal Savior” shortly after I turned fourteen, I was baptized by submersion in a 
local creek. My new community approved lifestyle probably endured for a few weeks before I 
backslid; as did the next time I re-committed, then the next, and the next, and the next. My 
attempts at becoming a saint bounced between very low thinking to the lofty high of believing I 
had the strength of Archangel Michael until I came to rest somewhere in the middle when I 
rationalized that few men — if any, as recorded in Heaven’s CD ROMs - ever reach sainthood in 
this life. 


But I tried. 


After graduating, courting, marrying, fathering, and finally submitting to the fact that I 
couldn’t live up to that doctrine of purity of thought, I began to look at the missionary field to 
enact good works. But it had to be a Service that wouldn’t require off-site living, because my 
marriage had substantially increased the number in our family with new babies showing up every 
couple of years. 


Years of religious quartet appearances, with either the baritone or myself pleading for our 
listeners to commit their lives to Christ following our evangelistic sermons, partially satisfied my 
desire to follow the Davidson/Brechbill expectation for Service. Asked to help organize and 
direct two choirs, forty miles apart, in differing theological belief systems also gave me some 
soul-comforting accolades. 


Then I noticed a church building standing deserted on a hill overlooking the forgotten 
railroad laborer’s village of Altona, the lower income bedroom quarters of affluent Garrett, 
Indiana. I read “Methodist Episcopal” above its double doors. The building had the distinctive 
style of the early 1900s, but its pilasters were crumbling, and after I had entered through a broken 
basement window, I saw paint peeling off its inside walls like a snake losing its skin. Even the 
rats had deserted the sanctuary. 


But only three miles from my farm! I had driven it every day on my way to the factory. It 
stood off to the Southwest of the rickety, overhead, narrow, wood beam trestle railway bridge, 
also built in the early 1900s for horses and vehicular traffic. 


With full energy ahead, and no questions of any authority, I reinforced the pilasters with 
concrete, mixing it with a hoe in a wooden box, carrying it in buckets up the ladder about fifteen 
feet high, and pouring it into the encasing forms. Several men of the community responded and 
helped with redecorating the interior of their church. Only their women and children ever came to 
services, though. 


A ministerial student came to preach once a month. I preached the other Sundays. 
Always played the piano. Lead the music. Taught the young people’s class. The new, revitalized 
congregation numbered some fifty souls, old women and young waifs, but no help came from the 
community. As Altona’s spiritual flame sputtered, I reasoned that my daughters needed more 
spiritual stimulation and moved the family to the Auburn Methodist Church. I was immediately 
posted to the trustee’s board. Two years later we moved to Ohio where I joined a member church 
of my youth again. 
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Musical Memories Willard Stump 


When I was about thirteen, I began playing the pump organ at church for services. An 
Estey, it was the Cadillac of church pump organs and had been played, angelically, by my father 
before his illness in 1927. An elected position, the church membership voted me in as organist 
until J left the church to help revitalize the Altona Methodist church in the mid-fifties. 


From my vantage point over those fifteen years, sitting high on a bench where I could 
look out at the congregation over the top of the organ, I saw more happiness, sorrow, paranoia, 
bitterness, anger, holiness, contentment, guilt, and love in facial expressions and other body 
language than most other individuals are privileged to see in a lifetime. Seldom did I have to read 
notes for the hymns I pumped out, so I had to find another meaningful way to pass the time. 


While accompanying congregational singing one wintry Sunday morning, the Deacon’s 
abundantly bodied wife suddenly rose from her third-row-from-the-front pew, right side, and 
wobbled out of the church. Unusual. Most unusual. When she reappeared, her face as white as 
snow, she bounded up the aisle to midway, threw her hands toward Heaven — all eyes were now 
focused on her — and breathlessly said, “The roof is on fire.” While the congregation hurriedly 
left the building, I stayed at my post and kept playing; I don’t remember what. Certainly not 
“Bringing in the Sheaves.” 


My first memory of singing to an audience happened when I was around eight. Our 
pastor’s wife then, Mrs. Clyde Shirk, a portly woman, had taken operatic lessons, and her voice 
carried well beyond the church walls. Few complained, for her melodious voice never sharped 
nor flatted; her diction was flawless, and her extravert-ish feelings were magnified by her natural 
gifts. She sometimes trailed her accompanist, but that was not her fault. The soloist sets the 
tempo, not the accompanist. What an honor to be asked to sing a duet with her! Though only 
eight, my corn-fed alto voice melted among her soprano notes most harmoniously, and several in 
the audience showed their appreciation with tears. 


Mother later labored with four of us second cousins: Carl Diehl, base; Willard Stump, 
baritone; Richard Brechbill, second tenor, and myself, first tenor, to make a presentable a capella 
quartet. My nine months at Messiah Bible College in 1942-43 bore some good tidings. Because 
of the war, the number of males coming into the school student population had declined and, 
marvels of all marvels, Professor Miller chose ME to be FIRST TENOR in the FIRST COLLEGE 
MALE QUARTET. 


The perks for the quartet were unequaled: miles of traveling on the road while gas 
rationing kept most cars in their garages; German meals prepared by women of the church; 
meeting girls who worshipped male quartets like we were rock stars. One train tour took the two 
quartets into Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Indiana over Easter in 1943, feeding my already insatiable 
thirst for the stage. Three years later I met the three men who would team up with me to form 
The Minute Men Quartet of Auburn: Jess Saltsman, Carl Haines, and Bob Hartung. We looked 
great standing behind the lectern in our matching three piece suits! 


Mother sent me to a voice teacher in Ft. Wayne for a few lessons after Messiah Bible 
College in 1943. When she staked me to a trip to Los Angeles in 1946, she arranged for me to 
take one, one-half hour lesson from a renowned voice teacher in the City of Angels. He worked 
with my breathing, voice projection, and stance, and I learned more from him in that session than 
I had in nearly all my other voice lessons combined. My chest and abdomen ached for hours 
afterward, as did my vocal chords. Even my toes ached from leaning forward on them while 
trying to sing each note higher and then, again, higher. 
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Genes at Work Dr. Jeremy Clark 


Grandpa Frank graduated from Akron University in 1975 after ten years of night classes 
— with a BA in Sociology. He and his wife toured Europe, Turkey, and Russia for three months 
and learned that people everywhere are more alike than they are different. Always in service to 
others, Frank developed a computer plan to lessen the widespread abuse of medicines. The 
concept was published nationally and a summary was carried in Reader’s Digest. From 1969 
through 1975, Frank made many trips to Columbus, Ohio, and Washington, DC, to lobby for the 
plan nationally. This campaign eventually led to the triplicate prescription program that was 
adopted in several states. 


Frank patented a “snow-harvesting” machine and supervised the building of a prototype. 
This, too, received national media attention. 


Following service in the Peace Corps from 1980 — 1982 in Swaziland, Africa, Frank and 
his wife moved to Houston and organized a group to lobby for Middle East peace. His “Peace 
Through Economic Union” plan was designed to emphasize the important role of available fresh 
water as an underlying cause of tension and strife in Israel and surrounding countries. His first 
trip to Israel in 1977 to participate in the New Outlook 20" Anniversary International Symposium 
exposed him to others also interested in ways to foster Middle East peace. One participant 
validated Frank’s position in a theme paper stating the “Water shortage is likely to become a 
serious constraining factor in Israeli growth, since the available water resources are almost 
completely exploited, while the country’s population continues to increase.” 


Not content with merely studying how a canal could bring fresh water from the 
Mediterranean to the Dead Sea, Frank also studied the possibility of desalination plants, increased 
agriculture and its affect on the environment, working with both the University of Arizona and 
the Ohio State Agricultural Center in Wooster, Ohio. He not only worked on developing water 
for agriculture, industry, and human consumption, but also promoted urban greenhouses for the 
United States where waste products could be burned to provide energy in the winter so that crops 
could be grown year ‘round to feed people in the inner city, who could learn gardening 
technologies in the process. 


Frank made many trips to the Middle East, meeting with people in Israel, Jordan, Egypt, 
and Syria to promote economic union as a means to bring peace. Among these were President 
Assad of Syria, King Hussein of Jordan — a personal highlight — and a lengthy meeting with 
Crown Prince Hussein while in Jordan. When the Crown Prince was in Houston several years 
later, he met Frank in a receiving line and asked when he was coming back to Amman. 


One columnist in 1978 wrote, “Breckbill proposes construction of a canal to link Haifa, 
Israel, with the Jordan River and the Dead Sea, which is rich in valuable mineral deposits. He also 
recommends development of hydroelectric power, navigability of the Jordan River, and a rail 
link...” and quotes Frank as saying, “I'd like to encourage others throughout the world to become 
involved in projects where human concerns are predominant.” 
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Closing Remarks Rev. Jerel Book 
Father, friend . . . idealist, inventor . . . husband, humanist — each of these describes the person we 

knew as Franklin, “Junior,” Dad, Grandpa, Citizen of the World. Like all of us, he too was 

unique in the ways he touched people’s lives. And we have all been enriched. 


Invite people to stand and join in singing Amazing Grace as we go to the cemetery to honor 
the Brechbill family. 
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Plane Talk 


“Creating a Mind Set” 
At age 4, I yearned to pilot a plane. 


My first memorable sight of an airplane sent me scurrying to the woodbox in our 
kitchen, frantically raising its lid, jumping inside, and letting the door slam down over 
me. There was no mother or father to comfort me in my sudden distress, they were in the 
barn, milking. 


I had been standing on the back porch, my face buried in the screen of the door, 
eagerly awaiting that first glimpse of dad and mom emerging from the barn after choring. 
Then IT happened! In less time than it takes to read this account, out of the silent East 
and the thickest of fogs, beginning with a kittenish purr, the noise crescendoed into 
thunder claps while I caught sight of a biplane skimming across the tips of the lightening 
rods on the roof of the barn, and then disappear, with the plane’s hideous noise fading 
away into the silence of the fog in the West. The house had momentarily shook from the 
deafening sound. I stood, frozen by terror, expecting the barn, my parents, the horses, 
cows, hogs, chickens, dog and cats — our entire life — to vanish in a puff of smoke. 
Instinctively, I ran to the box, a place to hide during the impending destruction. Sensing 
no other changes within a few minutes, I cautiously raised the woodbox lid, stood up, 
looked around the kitchen, and could see through a window that the hog house had 
survived the crisis. Perhaps the barn was still there. Somewhat encouraged, I moved to a 
vantage point where I could look for the barn. YES, it was still there! 


But the die had been cast! Imust learn to conquer that beast! Never again would I 
succumb to a fear of the unknown! 


The Chicago World’s Fair of 1932 — ?33 provided the stimulus for my second 
indelible plane memory. Because the Brethren in Christ Church supported a mission 
located on Halstead Street, members of the Christian Union Church would often drive the 
150 miles to Chicago, usually taking vegetables or meat from their farms to supplement 
the Mission’s meager food supply. We travelers usually lodged there a night or two 
before returning home. Sometime during the visit, Rev. Carl Carlson, the Mission 
superintendent, would chauffeur us around the city, pointing out the latest attractions. 
That man could outspeed, outmaneuver, and outpark any veteran taxi driver — to my 
greatest delight. Mother and Mrs. Carlson would sit in the back seat where mother would 
close her eyes, undoubtedly praying. Father and I would sit in the front seat, gawking and 
grinning. Nothing disturbed us. He thoroughly enjoyed my enthusiasm for the fast life. 


The visit to the World’s Fair solidified my resolve to fly. 


Among the glittering objects, tents, and attractions (including a glimpse of a belly 
dancer, which mother obviously did not want me to see), was a huge building housing 
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state-of-the-art displays of industrial innovations. Just inside the entrance lounged a 
magnificent man-made bird: the DC3! I ran toward the giant, no longer in fear of this 
unknown, but now in awe and reverence.’ 


Just the wheels dwarfed me. I noticed tiny tubes from the axles jutted CLEAR 
UP to the colossal, shining fuselage. How, I wondered, did such fragile legs carry that 
enormous weight? The long line of people waiting to view the cavernous interior only 
whetted my appetite to see it too. Getting inside was paramount! Finally, our party of 
five climbed the several steps to the arched doorway and wended our way up to the 
pilots’ compartment. The numbers of different controls, fancy knobs, various switches, 
numerous gages — all in duplicate — were most taxing for my fragile understanding. A 
whole new world to explore! 


Only two exhibits remain in my memory from that World’s Fair . . . the 
scintillating belly dancer and the magnificent flying machine. 


Someday, I had mused, I will pilot a plane! 


I had passed the point of no return. 


' Frank had the same reaction in the late ‘80s when, on vacation in Long Beach, CA, he 
visited the home of Howard Hughes’s Spruce Goose. The giant hangar doors opened to 
reveal this magnificent flying boat — an awesome sight! 
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“First and Second Rides” 


A 1930 vintage Ford tri-motor plane was barnstorming the Auburn, Indiana area, 
flying out of a pasture field owned by the Workman family. The farm lay about three 
miles East of us, off the same gravel road. Carl, the oldest of three sons, worked for 
mother as our hired man. 


Though nearing 21, Carl could not yet afford a car, so mother would pick him up 
Sunday evening and take him home the following Friday night. He lived with us during 
the work week and truly became my big brother the three years he worked for mom. Carl 
and I could talk far into the night about the heavens, electricity, lightening, airplanes, and, 
of course, women. He taught me not to fear the unknown but to examine it closely and 
learn all I could about it. Carl filled one of my biggest needs: an older man with whom I 
could discuss LIFE! 


I had just turned 11. I suspect that when I saw the airplane on Friday evening, 
when mother took Carl home, I gave her no rest until she agreed that father — he wanted 
to fly also — and I could “take a ride.” Because Saturday would be the plane’s last day 
there, Saturday would be THE day. 


My expectations grew from Friday night on into the next morning until I could 
hardly contain myself as we rode to the Workman farm Saturday afternoon. Mother 
parked the car long the road, walked out to the plane with father and me, and gave the 
attendant $2 for our tickets. The flight, we had been told, would circle Auburn, fly over 
some of the country side, and last about 10 minutes. Mother helped father climb the steps 
to the plane’s door, guided him to a seat, and helped him buckle up. I was watching her 
rather intently. She seemed troubled. She was obviously not happy. She often looked like 
that at funerals. 


I was ecstatic and shaking like an aspen leaf — not from fear, but from extreme 
excitement. Father and I looked at each other and smiled, enjoying this super adventure. 
We seldom did anything together, just the two of us. I glanced several times out of the 
window at mother walking the hundred or so feet back to the car. She looked weary and 
sad. 


Finally, the last person boarded and sat down. The attendant closed the door and 
signaled the pilot. Though two of the three engines had been idling, the third, on the nght 
side and closest to the door, had been turned off to prevent a propeller accident. The pilot 
hit the starter. A few groans in the engine, changing into coughs, then firings, then, that 
engine roared to life. I looked out the window again to share this exciting moment with 
mother. All I could see was her back as she stood by the car. She could not bear to see her 
loved ones off. 


The pilot gunned the engine he had just started, turning the plane around and 
headed South. It began ever so slowly moving toward a woods about a half mile away. 
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Then all three engines revved up to full throttle, breaking the sound barrier — or so it 
seemed — and all conversation ceased among the 11 of us sitting in the cramped and 
simple fuselage. Nearly everyone appeared apprehensive. Probably their first ride, also. 


The plane accelerated very slowly, even under full throttle, taking forever to get 
up speed, and I knew that mother DROVE faster than this. A fleeting thought; what was 
the big deal? Like so many boyish expectations where reality seldom measures up, ws 
this plane ride to be another busted expectation? 


I looked out the window and down at the field, realizing that the ground was in 
fact sliding by a little bit faster, and then, even faster. I saw, rather than felt, a VERY 
sluggish lift off. Some of the shaking stopped as the wheels left the uneven ground. For a 
long time I could see the wheels just skimming the tops of grass. I had forgotten about the 
woods. My excitement still outweighed any sense of danger. I do remember, though, that 
those wheels seemed to part the top of the branches when we crossed the trees, like a 
comb parts your hair. Perhaps it was just as well that mother was not watching. She could 
have had a heart attack! (Later, when I had a plane, I would do similar takeoffs to 
“impress” my guests.) 


Ah, those expectations compared to reality! The ride, although noisy and shaky, 
produced far less body or emotional trauma than the rides at the county fair, or even high 
speed car rides. In fact, objects on the ground barely moved. So this was flying. Big, fat, 
hairy deal! 


But by the next day, Sunday, I felt new excitement. I could tell the gang at church 
that I had actually been up in an airplane. Few, if any in the whole congregation, had ever 
been in an airplane. I really had a first! 


Like most children, I probably embellished the story, hoping to top whatever tale 
each had to tell about his week’s prime adventure. Then Dick Brechbill, a cousin 4 years 
my senior and my boyhood hero, invited me to go with him to Garrett for his first plane 
ride. He thought I would like to go up again. He would stop by my house on his way 
there and pick me up. 


On the way home from church, I told mother about Dick’s invitation and asked 
her if I could ride again. A simple, “No.” “Please?” An emphatic, “NO!” She was not 
going to suffer the agony of waiting out another airplane flight that might crash and kill 
her only child! Besides, money was in short supply. Her decision was cast in concrete! 
No amount of my pleading could uncast her mind! “NO!” But, I could go along and 
watch the action. She gave me no money. 


Because Dick had his driver’s license, neither of his parents were along. Just him 
and me! Big time! 


He parked the car long US Rt. 27 just inside the North city limits, maybe 100 or 
150 feet from the big bird, and we hastily crossed the ditch and walked up to the 
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attendant. Dick got the last available seat for that ride. The man tore a ticket from the 
pack, gave it to Dick, and in a brief exchange between Dick and myself I learned that 
TWO tickets had been torn off by mistake! Dick smuggled one to me. I COULD have a 
second ride — the next trip! 


I waited, most impatiently, for the ten minute flight to end. The plane had flown 5 
miles east to Auburn and then returned for a swing over Garrett. I watched it go west out 
of town (downwind leg), then turn to the north (base leg), then turn to the east (final), and 
began its descent toward the pasture field, gliding in right over my head. The wheels 
cleared the electric lines by feet — or were they inches? — gently kissed the sod, and rolled 
to a stop at eh far end of the field. The plane turned and taxied to the road. This was 
living! 


My long years in Sunday School classes, however, learning the ten 
commandments - especially, “Thou shalt not steal,” crossed my mind. I knew the ticket I 
had in my hand reeked of ill gotten gains. In fact, God — my conscience — whispered to 
me that accepting the ticket was a form of theft. But even at eleven, I began rationalizing 
some things. 


Both the plane and the right engine stopped, the door opened, the passengers, 
including Dick, exited, and I quickly climbed in and belted up. The takeoff, by that time, 
was old hat. The roar of the engines sounded like music. The scenery was somewhat 
different because Garrett, not Auburn, became the focal point. We soon reached flying 
altitude, about 2,500 feet. Then it happened. 


An engine began sputtering. The pilot changed course immediately, heading 
downwind over Garrett. I knew it! God would not be mocked! Mother would hear about 
the crash and find out her dead son had been an illegal passenger! I sat in panic while the 
plane turned on its base leg, then its final, gliding in and just missing the electric wires, 
then it rolled to a stop. Though the flight ended prematurely, it ended well. I do not 
remember even discussing the problem with Dick on the way home. I did, however, feel 
like a sinner. I couldn’t shake that pang of conscience. I had done wrong. 


Dick dropped me off at the back door and immediately left. I tried to act cool 
while I told mother about Dick’s flight experience. I certainly did not want her to even 
suspect I had gone up. 


Sometime later in the afternoon, I sauntered into the living room, sat down at the 
piano, and began practicing. Ten minutes went by. Twenty minutes. Time meant nothing. 
I had such pleasant memories of flying while my fingers automatically danced over the 
keys. Thirty minutes. 


Somewhat strangely, mother came into the living room, sat down in a chair next 
to the window, and began watching me. I nonchalantly continued practicing. She did not 
interrupt me or even pull up her chair to the piano seat, as she often did, and begin 
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counting to help me stay in time with the music. She just sat there and watched my face. 
Did anything show? 


Suddenly, she leaned forward and bellowed, “Junior, did you take a ride in that 
airplane?” I could never tell a believable lie, especially on such short notice. “Yes,” I 
weakly said. “Where did you get the money?” I told her. “That’s the same as stealing.” 
According to her, there was only one course of action — she must take me back to the 
plane, I must confess the error of my ways to the promoter, and pay him the $1. I felt 
crushed. At 11, I was being forced to behave like a child! Around a pilot! 


When mother was angry, she was motivated. We made the three miles in record 
time. She parked, marched me up to the attendant, and listened as I explained his mistake 
and my sin. I handed him the buck, almost in tears. I trudged back to the car. 


I knew God had grinned. I could not duck sin! 
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Plane Talk 
I Buy One, Get My Money Back, and Buy Another! 


January 29, 1989 


"Quicker than I can think 'whoa, the left wing dips, the bottom drops out from under us, our seat belts 
tighten, the earth begins rotating., rushing up at us! WE ARE IN A SPINI111 


Frank D. Breckbill 
To fly or not to fly. That was never the question. Only when. 


Learning how to fly, though high on my short list of wants since I was a kid, had never, until 1 bought my 
first plane, cost a lead nickel. With the exception of that one ride in the tri-motor when I was 9, a short 
flight in a biplane in Erie, PA, at 21, and a commercial flight to Los Angeles to help my mother celebrate 
her earning a BA degree after her 65th birthday. With these three exceptions, money spent on even my 
love of flying had been held in check. Hope? Always. Deed? Not yet. 


But when I had finally salted an extra thousand dollars of mad money in the bank, no self arguments 
could alter my course. With the family's immediate mechanical needs met, a '49 Desoto Club Coupe and 
nearly new farm machinery; two incomes, farm and factory, to sustain our standard of living, and a 
gospel ministry in a male quartet to satisfy my religious temptation., Plane ownership! 


No one tried to talk me out of flying, though, admittedly, I did not counsel either my mother or my In- 
laws. The questions, "What kind, from where, how soon, and, especially, who could I trust?” in 
purchasing a used plane had no simple answers. A Piper Cub? An Aeronca? A Cessna? A Luscombe? 
Any plane I could afford would have fabric surfaces, no battery operated, starter or lights, and have a 
tail wheel. Front wheels were the "in" thing, but planes sitting on a tripod configuration were ‘out of my 
financial reach. Besides, I rationalized; anyone could learn to fly them. I wanted a challenge! 


Fabric quality and engine wear, - I knew, helped determine price. So did the old axiom, "Buyer beware." 
I did want side-by-side seating - rather than front and back - for I wanted to better feel my passenger's 
excitement/enjoyment/fear of the flight: my way of sharing. That feature ruled out the Cub and Aeronca. 
Cessnas were out of my price range. The Luscombe, I learned, also commanded high prices, for they 
were often used as stunt planes. 


Vernon, a former minister in a local fundamentalist church, hangered his bird on his father-in-law’s 
farm about one and a half miles east of us. He dabbled in airplane sales. I thought he would be 
trustworthy. 


Vern found a plane in Ohio and flew the high wing, lackluster red and black Piper J-4 -a cousin to the 

famed Piper Cub J-3 - into the Auburn, Indiana, airport for my consideration. The side-by-side seating, I 
soon learned, required a wider fuselage, creating more wind resistance, and a resultant lower speed than 
the more conventional tandem configurations. But the companion seating met my most important 
criterion. 


Vern took me for a ride and gave me the controls for a few minutes. He later did an on-ground 
"inspection" of the plane with me, somewhat like looking a horse in the mouth to determine if it will live 
another year. "Will it pass the annual?" (Air worthiness certificate - annual inspection), I asked. 
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“Certainly”, he replied. "That fabric is like new!" 


"How much?” 


"Seven hundred". 


The only second thoughts I had centered on the expected criticism from certain members of my 
conservative farming community for my purchasing such an expensive and dangerous toy. But I reasoned 
that if I took care of my family obligations first, and learned safe flying, so what? And, I also -reasoned, 
I do need a hobby. "All work and no play....” 


Seven hundred dollars? A steal! I had expected to spend at least a thousand! I rather foolishly did not 
seek a second opinion but I did demand a money back guarantee if the fabric failed the annual. Vernon 
agreed. 


‘T'll take it! 


Now that I owned a plane, I needed an instructor. I made inquiries. Gene reputedly was one of the most 
cautious and best instructors flying out of the Auburn airport. He was a father, worked full time in a 
local factory, and earned pin money by giving flying lessons. He agreed to teach me. $4.00 an hour. I 
proudly showed him my acquisition. 


He examined that plane from wing tip to wing tip; from the spinner to the rudder's trailing, edge, and 
from gas caps on the wings to the sod the wheels stood on. For some reason he used the soft part of his 


thumb in pushing the fabric down in several different areas of the wing, intently watching the time lapse 
for the indentation to flatten out. 


Occasionally he would thump the skin, as if it were a drum. Dull sounds. He scrutinized the plane's log 
book - the BIBLE - looking at annuals, accidents, repairs, hours, possible erasures or changes. I became 
impatient! I also began trying to get a feel for his REAL assessment’ of the craft, not depending just on 
the few questions he asked, or the fewer statements he made, but by watching his body language. He 
never cracked a smile. Some of my impatience turned to concern. 

"Have you bought the plane?" he asked. 

"Yes, why?” 

Silence. "It's about time for an annual," he finally said, most matter of factly. 

"I know.” 

Checked?" 


Another period of silence. "Did you have the skin (fabric) checked?” 
“No, but Vernon said it would easily pass another annual." 
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Gene looked me directly in the eyes, well beyond the retinas, as if he were seeking out the depth of my 
“buyer beware” experience in buying used equipment. I began to feel Gene might have a degree of 
mistrust in Vernon's veracity, or his knowledge, or both. But, the deal had been made. I couldn't back out 
with just a visual inspection. 


An approved how-to-fly guide offered me my first fantasy flight at the controls. The guide was required 
reading. I would be tested on the information it offered: weather, Federal Aviation Agency rules, plotting 
courses, radio frequencies, etc. Pictures and drawings illustrated basic aerodynamic laws for the 
beginning pilot. 


The day, the hour, the moment, finally arrived for my first hour of instruction! Gene asked me to do the 
required visual inspection before climbing in. Struts tight. No rips in fabric. Ailerons, elevators, rudders, 
free of restraints. Tires up. He helped me untie the tie downs. I climbed in. Gene walked to the front of 
the plane. 


By now I knew most of the jargon used when pros started airplane engines, sans starter, that relic of the 
past. Crank by prop. 


"Switch off,” Gene called. 
"Switch off,” I answered through my open window. 
“Brakes on." 


"Brakes on.,” I noticed him put his hands on the spinner and push hard, as if trying to push the plane 
backward. Ah, hah! He's checking me out! Or was he checking the brakes? Probably both. 


"Throttle on." 
"Throttle on." I pushed the knob with its long slender shaft forward about an inch. 


Gene turned the propeller around several turns drawing a mixture of gas and air into each of the four 
cylinders, and stopped the prop on one of the engine's compression strokes. He stepped back a foot or 
two, looked at me through the windshield and called, "Switch on.” 


"Switch on." I could feel a thrill beginning to mount. He stepped up to the prop and grasped its right 
blade, a little above midway, with both hands. 


"Contact." Loud and clear! 
“Contact.” 1 could hardly contain myself! 


1 watched his upper body, a professional in motion, while he gave his full concentration to the job at 
hand. The cowling blocked my view of his lower body, but I knew that he had raised his right leg until his 
knee nearly touched his belt. That added weight of leg being stomped to the ground, coupled with the 
downward pull of his muscled arms, would snap that prop through the first compression stroke and, 
undoubtedly, the second compression stroke. If the first did not succeed in firing, the second certainly 
would. Then, in nearly one motion, he literally threw that blade to the ground and jumped back! No 
whirling propeller would cut his arms! The engine coughed, then caught. In a few moments the 
tachometer reached a thousand revolutions per minute (RPMs), and I eased the throttle back to idle. 
Gene walked around the wing on the passenger side, opened his door, climbed in, closed the door, and 
buckled up. 
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Gene began his taxi "instructions", which I put into action, and we rolled to the end of the runway, using 
only brakes and throttle (all other controls are useless at slow ground speeds), and stopped at a 45 
degree angle to the runway to watch for any incoming traffic. I went through the memorized short check 
list: controls free, both magnetos firing, carburetor free of ice,600 RPM idle speed, brakes on, 2000 
RPM full throttle, sensitive altimeter set at zero, search sky for incoming traffic. Gene nodded for me to 
turn and head down the runway, into the wind. The 2,400 foot runway lay dead ahead. I stopped for 
Jurther instructions. 


Learning to take off is very easy, I had learned, IF I would just not OVER control. So easy, in fact, that 
some airplanes had actually taken skyward without a pilot because he had incorrectly set the throttle - 
AND his brakes had not held - before propping his own plane. I vowed that I would never be that foolish! 


Gene began his take off instructions. "Push the throttle, slowly, all the way in — keep the plane headed 
straight down the runway with your brakes and rudder controls push the stick forward — EASY! — just 
enough to raise the tail off the ground (about 30 mph, wind speed, not ground speed) -- now begin to 
pull the stick back (40 mph) — (1 could feel the plane leave the runway at about 45 mph) -- ease the stick 
forward to gain airspeed for climbing (SSmph) — climb to 400 feet level off, throttle back to cruising -- 
turn left 90 degrees, throttle all the way in - climb to 600 feet — turn right 45 degrees—" 


I HAD JUST TAKEN OFF1 I was actually learning to fly! 


At 600 feet, Gene told me to level off, throttle back to cruise speed - 65 mph - (I was to learn my plane 
had one of the lowest cruising speeds of any for its day, a disgruntling disclosure for my ego), and leave 
the airport pattern by making a 45 degree turn to the right. I did. 


Learning how to steer the plane exactly where I wanted it to go, was most frustrating. Practice consists 
in flying about 600 feet high while trying to follow fence rows below and to my left, with most of that time 
spent in aiming the craft to the right or left of the true fence direction - called crabbing - because the 
direction and speed of the wind has MAJOR affects on the direction and speed of the airplane. I learned 
quickly that flying directly into the wind reduced my ground speed by the wind's velocity: a 20 mph 
headwind, 45 mph ground speed. Vehicles on the road would whiz by me. Ah, but, a 20 mph tailwind, 85 
mph ground speed and I left them! Unfortunately, it seemed I could seldom find a tail wind without 
paying the price of returning. 


When I would finally line up with, and be flying parallel to, the fence row, Gene would motion me to turn 
either left or right and follow another fence row. Because of our changing directions within that constant 
sea of air still going in its own direction, the degree of crabbing had to change. It could be exasperating! 
And the response time between moving my controls and their resultant affect on the plane's behavior is 
extremely sluggish, totally unlike steering a car. Even worse than docking a boat! 


Learning to land the airplane was by far the most difficult - and absolutely necessary - phase in 
becoming. a long life pilot. Practice for that skill begins at an unlikely height - 3,000 feet. I soon learne 
why. 


Stalls. The moment "lift" is lost! In a small plane like the J4, "feel" is important: like WHAT change in 
sensations do I experience from transition from level flight to stall? Let me try to explain. 


Remembering those feelings on how my plane reacted at a moment before, the instant of, and the moment 
after a stall - and my appropriate reaction to each - was the difference between my making a perfect 
landing, a sloppy landing, a walk-away from a horrible landing, or a last, and fatal landing. Sobering 
thoughts. Worth remembering. 
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To be within the first third and near the center line of the runway, from 1 to 3 feet high, at stall speed, 
wheels in perfect alignment with the runway: ALL these critical factors meshing at the same moment - a 
perfect landing! Too high? Abort! I would have to go around, always with the chance the engine would 
cut out at that most critical of times - climbing out! Too low? Push the throttle in, and again, with that 
fear of an engine failure. Too fast? I could still overshoot even a long field. NO chance if it's short - 
another abort! Touching down at higher than stall speed? Bouncing up and floating back down again, 
over and over, mimicking a kangaroo, makes for embarrassment. Stalling out high above the runway? A 
bang that can often break the undercarriage - at the least - and possibly injure a back. Staying down on 
a minimum length strip after a high speed landing? A skid into obstacles like fences, ditches, lights, 
roads, mushy or uneven sod at the end of the run. AND, in either case, if I lose straight forward control - 
as can easily happen in cross winds - the plane will veer off the runway, sometimes cart wheeling. 
Ticklish maneuvering, this landing bit! AND, "what goes up must come down!" 


Yes, stalls, those momentary out-of-control experiences, required of every pilot, to teach him the danger 
signs of that potential killer, the spin! Stalls are not to be executed at low levels for their potentially 
deadly consequences. So, the 3,000 foot altitude was considered the minimum safe height to practice and 
master that essential wedding of both art and science while also giving the instructor a chance to grab 
the controls and regain safe flight in case of student error. Mastering stalls has its counterpart: if you 
can't stand blood, you shouldn't become a surgeon! 


The least complicated stall - the one that must be attained at the moment of touch down, is power off. 
Gene and I were flying at cruising speed, heading into the wind, when he began his stall instructions. 
"Pull the throttle slowly all the way back to idle -- keep the craft level (rudder and stick control) -- see 
the nose coming up? -- keep your wings level -- keep pulling the stick back — pull harder!" (The plane 
comes to a near stand still, appears to just hang there, as if by a string, so quiet, peaceful -whoops! With 
little warning to any of my five senses, the J-4 dips its left wing and begins sliding gently down toward 
earth. My body rises from the seat. For a moment, weightlessness). "Push the stick to the right — left 
rudder -- easy, don't over-react -- a little throttle — pull stick back." I gain control again. That's fun! 


Then, half throttle stalls. Afier climbing back up to the 3,000 foot altitude, leveling out, and at cruising 
speeds again, "Pull the throttle back to about half don't lose altitude -- pull back on the stick — keep 
your wings level keep your hand on the throttle" (There is a tendency to want to hang on to the stick with 
both hands). Slower and slower, the nose is now so high I can not begin to see the horizon. The stick 
becomes ever more difficult to hold in my lap. "Don't climb! Don't let the wings dip! Don't lose altitude! 
Don't -- Don't —“ 


The nose continues to rise. The stick becomes increasingly heavy. The engine purrs at half throttle, 
oblivious and uncaring to the coming critical event. Then, with a few shudders, like a horse shaking off 
dust, the plane falls out, its left wing dips, my world begins its plunge, I feel the cut of the seat belt. 


I react more quickly and determinedly in regaining control - to prevent a spin, THAT most dreaded of 
uncontrolled behaviors! Ah, level flight again. An exhilarating experience! Taming. the beast! 


Then, the full throttle stall. 


Gene cautions me to pull the stick back slowly, because, "If you do it too quickly you could loop the loop, 
and this plane is NOT designed for that!" I pull the stick back toward my crotch. We begin climbing, 
fast! "Pull a little harder. The horizon dips well below the nose. "Harder yet! We seem to be at an 
incline of 45-degrees, the stick becomes dead weight, takes nearly all the strength I have to hold it in my 
lap with one hand, moving it sideways, first one side and then the other, to keep the wings from dipping, 
my c?tber hand on the throttle, my feet busy with the rudder pedals to keep the plane heading in. a 
straight direction. 
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I began to notice the shudders. the engine continues roaring. The shudders increase into severe 
buffeting. I anxiously look at Gene. We are both sitting here on this bucking bronco and he looks so 
calm! "Keep the stick in your lap - keep your wings level - keep — keep —“ Then, THAT instant! The 
left wing snaps down! The nose heads straight for the ground! The earth begins to rotate! The seat belt 
tears into my stomach! Gene yanks control from me, recovers just before a full turn - the sign of a spin - 
and, with ashen feelings, I look at him. He smiles, reassuringly. 


Sometime, I will be able to tame this beast, like grandfather Brechbill used to tame horses. 


Right back up for more power on Stalls! They began testing my resolve. Over and over again! (Ugh, 
maybe I couldn't stand blood!) Perhaps had I not owned the plane, or not been so bull headed, I would 
have given up. What price, ego feeding! 


And, a ghastly fear kept cropping up. During that incredibly long wait of climbing steeply up to lose 
airspeed, and especially In those last violent seconds just before the stall, then during the fall, AND, 
especially in the high speed recovery to level flight, I would remember the dubious looks Gone had given 
the fabric wings when he had inspected the plane that first time. That memory would usually burn in my 
consciousness while I quickly, yet gently, maneuvered the throttle, stick, and rudder, to regain control of 
my tricky horse, wondering if indeed its Pegasus wings would hold - just this one more time. Please, just 
this one more time!" 


Landing required even more concentration. Gene’s instructions: "Eyes on the altimeter-- eyes on traffic 
-- eyes on landmarks -- eyes on the air speed indicator -- eyes on the turn-and-bank. Eyes, eyes, eyes. 
"Keep your head turning around and around and looking up, down, around!" I developed a swivel head. 


Approaching an airport from outside its control zone — according to Hoyle - is another intricate 
procedure, too involved for details, though it involves flying over the field at 2,500 feet, noting the 
direction of the windsock, leaving the zone, then returning. There's so much to learn! 


I'll continue my "learning experience” on the downwind leg. 
Ly Ig exp 8. 


Gene's landing instructions: "600 feet high — parallel to the runway, about a quarter of a mile away” -- 
(like the fence rows! Smart, these instructors) "-- pull throttle back to idle at midway of runway - 

hold altitude while slowing to 55 mph — turn 90 degrees left should be a quarter of a mile beyond end of 
runway, do NOT let wing dip more than 45 degrees - let down to 400 feet -- turn left 90 degrees and 
begin lining up with runway -- do NOT let wing dip more than 30 degrees -— do not let speed get below 
55 mph -- crab for any cross winds -- pull stick back — 50 mph -- 45 mph — 10 feet high — 44 mph — 
FEEL THAT STALL COMING? - 3 feet high keep plane in line with the runway -- glance out window for 
height". Ah, the perfect landing, a roll, the stop. That sigh of relief before I must do it again, and again, 
and again, until it becomes HABIT! (Was I taming the beast or just getting to know him?) 

After 8 hours of dual instruction - the minimum required, though it seemed an eternity - Gene says I can 
go it alone! Solo! That moment of truth! 


That fall Saturday, cloudless, crisp, still. An early morning when most pilots were finishing their 
breakfast and I would not be competing for their air space: THAT day is NOW! I am excited and 
confident. I flight check the plane and Gene props the plane for me. He climbs in for one more check ride 


around the field. and I take off; Up, around, and down. He motions for me to stop midway on the runway. He 


exits, closes the door, gives me the thumb’s up. I smile, return a like sign, taxi to the end of the runway, 
scan the sky for traffic, brake and pivot on the left wheel, line up, accelerate, begin rolling down the 
2,400 foot runway, push the stick slightly forward, then back. My plane leaps into the air! Gene had said 
it would. Just his weight reduction gives me the feeling I have a hundred horses under the hood, not just 


sixty-five! 
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A new dimension surrounds me. I am alone. Alone, up here! 


Three take offs and landings, the first two touch and go, never leaving the airport's landing pattern, 
would meet today's milestone on my path in earning a private pilot's license. I am proud in my 
accomplishment! 


The first go around and touch down, perfect. Without stopping, I push the throttle in, take off, smile as I 
pass Gene "down there," reach the 400 foot height, roll a 90 to the left, climb to 600 feet, roll a 90 to the 
left into the downwind leg, pull the throttle at mid runway, begin the power off glide, glance at the end of 
the runway to gauge my turn onto base leg, read altimeter, roll a 90 to the left again, look again at the 
end of the runway for my final turn, line up with the runway, glide down, and softly kiss the runway with 
my wheels for the second perfect time! I inwardly smile at my performance, push the throttle to the 
firewall, climbing upstairs, wave to Gene below - I was far too high to see his facial features - and then 
on around the pattern to my third and final touch-down. 


I rise to 400, roll left, up to 600, roll downwind, cut throttle, glance at the runway, roll left, glide down 
to 400, glance at runway, roll left, line up with runway and began my final descent. Whoa! The field is 
WAY DOWN THERE! 


I try, but I can't get the J-4 down. I look for Gene. What do I do now? I have grossly miscalculated! No 
walkie-talkie. He waves me on! my confidence is shaken. Now I AM alone! The beast has turned on me! 


A more reasoning, remembering, and somber mood replaces a degree of my overconfidence. I do the 
famous “abort, and go around" maneuver; embarrassing, but life saving. 


The fourth time around and down. Perfection again. 


I smile rather weakly as Gene signs my logbook and gives me another set of rules. I can now fly, alone, 
within 25 miles of the airport, sharpening my take off, stall, and landing skills, observing weather 
conditions and their adverse effects on flying, and memorizing the encyclopedia of relevant knowledge 
one constantly learns while becoming a more proficient - and safer - pilot. 


The annual for the J-4 is NOW, and I fly to the Angola, Indiana, airport for a diagnosis of my plane's 
health. Mr. James Eyster, the designated Federal inspector, also the owner and operator of the airport, 
pokes a needle type instrument into the fabric in several places on the wings and fuselage - at least 10 
holes, and follows with the placement of a small self adhesive patch over each injury. He not only opens 
the horse's mouth and looks at its teeth, he takes its temperature, checks its reflexes, wiggles its 
extremities, peers into its eyes and ears, and would have checked out the rectum had one been there. He 
is thorough! 


Observing his body language told me the obvious! NO way would he approve that skin! He assured me - 
in no uncertain words - that the fabric had to be replaced. I shuddered to think how that plane had 
shuddered under those torturous power-on Stalls and recoveries. 


I flew back the 20 miles to Auburn - it felt more like 200 - in terror that the plane would disintegrate 
around me. I reported the rejection to Vernon. He assured me he could get approval in Ohio and offered 
to fly the plane there. By now I had become skeptical, even of a minister/salesman's pitch, and insisted 
on my money back. We agreed to a $4.00 hourly charge for the 8 hours of flying time I had put on the 
J-4. He refunded me the difference, $668.00. A fabric job alone, I had learned, would be $250. Though 
the engine would pass this annual, certainly it would have to be overhauled before another year had 
passed. Another $250! 


A hunting I will go - A hunting I will go. Looking for another steed. 
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About half way between our farm and the Everett Chapman farm lay another airstrip and service center, 
complete with arched hanger. The owner and manager had a most reputable maintenance record and 
was a personal friend of Harry Chapman, my brother-in-law. They would go west several times a year 
and hunt big game. I had stopped by on several occasions to look inside the hanger: a skeleton of a 
plane sitting there, or wings stored above the rafters, and/or engines and their parts lying on the floor 
and benches in perfect order. The man ran a tight shop. 


One day in passing I noticed this silver streak plane: long slim wings, short cowling, metal prop, 
side-by-side, with a modern wheel instead of the ancient stick. No generator or starter, same as the J-4, 
but this plane glistened in the sun. I began questioning the mechanical owner who answered with, "I just 
completed it. It's a Taylorcraft, made in Alliance, Ohio. Zero time engine and new fabric. About 20 mph 
faster than a J-4 with the same gas consumption." I listened. Then he added, like the small print on an 
insurance policy, "It's not as forgiving as a Cub or Aeronca or Cessna. You have to watch it." Sounded 
like an interesting challenge! 


This time I did seek a second opinion. Gene agreed it would be a good buy. He had not flown one yet, 
and he did say the plane bad a tendency to float all over the airport during landings if the pilot hadn't 
learned the knack. of landing it. "But it is well built,” Gene said," and even used by some pilots as a 
stunt plane.” 


I gave the man a check for the silver stallion and later drove Gene to the strip. He flew the plane to the 
Auburn airport. I would have been pounds foolish to have tried flying it without more instruction, and by 
now, I was penny wise listening to what experts had to say. I began to believe airplanes were not toys of 
choice for folks who wished to live long and productive lives. Either I learn all I can about my plane 
OF 


I joined Gene at the Auburn airport within a haif hour after he had landed. I broke the speed limit on my 
way there. I climbed in and sat down on the pilot's side, he propped the engine and climbed in. I taxied 
to the end of the runway, turned, pushed the throttle to the firewall, and the plane leaped into the air! 
With the two of us! As if a hundred horses, somehow hitched together with aluminum, steel, wire, and 
gasoline, were under that hood instead of its measly sixty-five! Up to 3,000 feet in record time to 
practice stalls. I now had no fear of shedding wings. Gene even looked more comfortable. He told me to 
pass up the power off and go for half throttle stalls. 


I pull the throttle back to half, ease back on the wheel, and the nose begins to rise toward those angels in 
heaven. The speed slows. We begin hanging by the prop, wings level, nose high, anticipating those 
shudders. My steed is strong, proud, able, undaunted, rearing up on his hind legs. Quicker than I could 
think "whoa!" the left wing dips, the bottom drops out from under the two of us, our seat belts tighten, the 
earth begins rotating, rushing up at us. WE ARE IN A SPIN! 


Before I can think "oops,” Gene overrides my control, grabs the throttle, pulls it, twists the wheel, kicks 
the rudder pedal, stops the spin, and glides out into level flight. Both of us are too shaken to sigh relief. 
He says, "Try again, but catch it before it spins!" 


I nervously take control, climb the 500 feet we have lost, head into the wind, ruefully begin pulling the 
wheel back, hone my senses to highest alert for that slightest of shudders, keep a hand on the throttle, 
keep pulling the wheel back, sit trembling in expectation, hang suspended by that gleaming propeller, 
and - whoa - we were in a spin again! Gene took instant control, glided out, glanced at me with that look 
of, "You incompetent”, and said, "Let me show you how." 


I sat back, embarrassed, watching his every move, beginning with the regaining of the altitude we had 
lost, recalling my own moves and how they might be different from those I had made in the J-4, and wait. 
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He sets the throttle, confident, pulls back on his wheel, feet firm on his rudder pedals, eyes on the 
cowling as it rises skyward, wings perfectly horizontal, engine purring, speed decreasing, no shudders, 
no groaning or fluttering, slower, slower, then - SPIN! He recovers control after the usual three turns, 
glides into straight flight, and looks at me with a sheepish grin. I accepted that form of apology, 
thinking, "And these are half throttle stalls! What will the full throttle stalls be like?" 


This horse knows how to take the bit into his mouth and do HIS will. Lesson: NEVER, NEVER, NEVER, 

come close to a stall - of any type - close to the ground, in this airplane, except when committed to a 
landing. Graveyards are for flying fools who do not learn and respect the intricacies and peculiarities of 
their beasts! Now I understood the fine print the seller had explained to me. 


Both Gene and I knew I was not ready to ride this stallion solo. Not only was he more temperamental in 
stalls, he was much more sensitive to winds. The answer? Those long slim wings. The challenge then: 
make them work for me. 


After a few runs over the fences in which I had more than the usual frustrations, I suggested to Gene that 
I just ride the animal around the skies and get a better feel for him. He agrees. I take the reigns, climb to 
the 3,000 practice level, and motivated by my German bullheadedness, begin doing figure 8s, and turns 
of 30, 45, and even 60 degrees . I push the throttle to the wall, in effect spurring the animal to his max, 
climbing steeply to tax his muscles - but not enough to let him bite the bit again - then slowing to a trot, 
and letting him rest his weary bones. So intent was I in learning his peculiarities that I had forgotten 
about my passenger. Gene touched me on the shoulder, and pointed down. He was white. I landed 
quickly. I did not want his vomit smelling up my cabin! 


That ended the lesson for the day. 


Three instruction hours later, and again on a quiet Saturday morning, I soloed my second plane. Three 
good touch and goes. For the next 40 hours I would learn to become the plane, not just pilot it. 


On the day I was to fly to Angola for my test ride and the hopefully earn my coveted license, Gene rode 
with me around the Auburn airport once more to correct any last minute hitch in my procedures. The 
wind was unusually strong, about 45 miles an hour at 3,000 feet, but I did have an appointment I felt I 
had to keep. Stalls again. As normal, I headed into the wind, power on, climbing fast, losing speed 
slowly, anticipating the moment - I had learned to recover one instant before the spin - and, at the 
moment of hanging there, Gene motioned me to look down: the plane was going backwards! What an 
odd feeling! 


At Angola, the owner/operator/inspector leafed through both my personal logbook and the plane's 
logbook, noting my cross country flights in the one, and the condition of the plane in the other. He 
appeared satisfied. The first test: plot a course to Chicago. He was most business like. No jokes. Much 
like I remembered his thoroughness when he condemned the J-4. He would, I was warned, possibly put 
me through paces even my own instructor may have missed. I dreaded the stall part of the test in those 
tricky winds, because gusts changing just a few MPHs could be the difference of whether we stalled or 
spun. Spins were NOT on the list of maneuvers one had to perform - normally. 


He monitored my visual check of the plane before I boarded, propped the engine for me, and climbed in. 
I taxied to the end of one of the three runways which more nearly lined up with the 25/30 mph ground 
winds, carefully checked my flight list, including any incoming traffic, turned the plane into the wind, 
and gently fire-walled the throttle. Within only a few hundred feet, and at about 20 mph ground speed, 
we were airborne. I was impressed. I glanced at him. He sat there stoically, a man who could play poker 
with the best. Nothing showed. 
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I climbed to 400, turned a 90 left, climbed to 600, turned a 45 right,- and began leaving the control zone. 
I glanced at him for my next move. Like all instructors, he, too, had his pet land masses over which to 
Jly: the fences, landmarks, clear airspace, etc. He pointed, I flew in that direction. He said, "Follow that 
fence row. I did. "Turn right." I did. "Turn left." I did. "Take me to Chicago." I climbed to 3,000 feet, 
placed the map on my lap and tried to focus my eyes on the bouncing print. I caught my heading. I 
turned toward Chicago. I crabbed against the strong winds and began following my true course. 


We flew along about 10 minutes. He pointed down at landmarks on the ground that were on my map and 
I would correctly respond (I thought). 


“Fly me to Dayton." I plotted that course, and changed my direction. Another 10 minutes, a few more 
landmarks. "Take me back to the airport." I changed course again, approached the airport according to 
the BOOK, began letting down by the usual routine, wondering why he had not tested my stall technique. 


On base leg he unexpectedly stated, "Do a wheel landing" (flying in at nearly cruising speed, touching 
the front wheels down, keeping the wings at negative lift until slowing to under stall speed, then gently 
letting the tail wheel down to roll: a safer landing during high wind velocities). He said I should land 
directly into the wind, not using any of the runways. I did. 


He motioned for me to taxi to the hanger. I did, parking over a set of tie down ropes. I turned off the 
ignition switch and set the brakes, thankful they were in mint condition. We climbed out, tied the plane 
down, and walked into the office. I feared he was terminating the test and would tell me to brush up on 
some flight maneuvers or course plottings and come back later. (Why had we not done stalls?) He asked 
me for my log book and began making notations. 


I groped for and finally found a way to h-rase the question bothering me, "Are we taking a break before 
going up for stalls?" He stopped writing for a moment, looked at me, unsmiling, perhaps even critically, 
and stated, "Anyone who can fly in winds like we have today can fly anywhere. The test is over. Here is 
your logbook. Your license will be mailed to you." 


Elated, I flew back to Auburn. The winds had somewhat subsided. I took the wife up for her first ride in 
our new toy, drove home, returned a motorboat and trailer we had rented, had dinner, and picked up a 
babysitter for the girls. Cliff, a neighbor and engineer, had invited us to the switching yards of the B&O 
railroad for a ride in the cab of a steam locomotive. He briefly let me handle the throttle! Thousands of 
horses! 


What a day! 


WHAT A DAY!!! 


The dialogue, though very repetitious, is far from complete. I only remember it so vividly because I used 
it over, and over, and over again, while instructing a friend how to pilot my plane - AND, from my farm 
strip so short no other pilots ever tried to land on it. In retrospect, we were either foolish, guarded by a 
higher entity, lucky; or — I would rather think — a most talented learner and a good instructor. 
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“Scrambled Eggs” 


“We have no eggs for breakfast?” What is a breakfast on a farm without eggs, I 
thought, especially when friends are here to break the fast at our table. “John and I will 
fly to your sister’s and buy a dozen from her,” I said. After all, the flight was only about 
ten minutes one way; quicker than driving into Garrett. Joe’s hay field was amply long 
enough for landing and takeoff with my Taylorcraft. And, I had landed in that same field 
only several weeks ago. What a way to start a Sunday! 


John helped me wheel the plane out of its hangar, a converted machine shed. I had 
cut and removed studs and siding from the south side of the building that in appearance 
was an enlarged profile of the plane. The 40 foot long building had JUST accommodated 
the 37 foot wingspan of the plane, and the shed’s width of 24 feet had left only enough 
space behind the rudder for a small body to squeeze by. To hold the weight of the shed’s 
rafters and roof, I had fabricated a header using two 2 by 12s with a %” sheet of plywood 
between them. An iron bar, under severe stress, stretched from end to end of the header, 
helped strengthen it. My two-seater was thus protected from the sun, wind, and snow. 
AND the price was right. 


We rolled the plane out. I made a quick inspection of it while John and his 180 
pounds lithely climbed in the passenger’s side. I propped the engine into life, hurried 
around and under the strut to my door, and jumped into my seat. I taxied at high speed 
easterly the 40 rods to the property line of the Stump fence, made a hairpin turn, heading 
West. We would be taking off toward the Haynes fence, 80 rods away, then turn about 45 
degrees left and shoot to the Kriders. 


The Sunday morning air was calm and dry and urged me to take advantage of its 
generous lift qualities. After moving the control surfaces and checking the mags, I gently 
firewalled the throttle. Though loaded almost to the max, we left ground at midpoint of 
my short strip. 


Heading the plane toward Churubusco at a very low altitude — after all, why waste 
time climbing — we skitted across the farmland and electric lines like a goose catching up 
with its gaggle. 


Because there was no wind, I made a straight in approach to the hay field, rolled 
to an unusually quick stop, did a 180, pushed the throttle in to gain as much speed as 
possible before making a wide 180 turn around to the South and on to take off. The extra 
10 m/h gained by such a maneuver could make the difference between a safe takeoff and 
an aborted takeoff in tight conditions. I firewalled the throttle. 


Such sluggishness in gaining speed! What’s wrong? The grass has grown since I 
last landed. The wheels are plowing through long stems, not rolling freely on short 
stubble. AND the fence is just ahead — AND a telephone wire stretched above that! My 
takeoff by that time was committed. I was beyond the point for an aborted takeoff. 
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Survival instincts took control. For some reason I began porpoising the controls, 
like a pilot taking off from water. Gradually, the wheels climbed up toward the tops of 
the grass. I skimmed there for another few seconds. I could begin to feel lift. Then we 
were airborn! Now — a crucial decision: to fly between the fence and telephone line or 
try to make it over. 


Two fathers lives at stake — ten children who might grow to adulthood without 
ever knowing their dads. All for the added excitement of getting eggs by a novel plane 
ride! 


Three tanks of fuel, fully loaded. (I seldom wheeled the plane into its nesting 
place without gassing up with 100 octane fuel from a 275 gallon tank sitting high enough 
for a gravity fill into the high winged craft.) 


That telephone wire! Would it snap easily if my prop tore into it, or would it wrap 
around the shaft like thread on a spool? Would the wheels catch, flipping the plane on its 
back, or could we tear through? These were questions I did not want to deal with. But 
they were real! 


John evidently did not perceive the danger. He may have been talking to me, even 
laughing. I attempted to stay cool. I kept looking ahead. The plane was closing with the 
wire at a fraction above the plane’s stall speed. In spite of my utmost desire to get over 
that wire, and what would usually be thought of as a most foolish move, I dropped the 
nose. Ah ha! The plane picked up speed! Lift increased. That WAS the right move! The 
wire began dropping, but ever so slowly. Then it was even with the horizon, dead ahead. 
The plane kept climbing. Again, I was committed. Either the wheels would skim over or 
snag the wire. I may have prayed. 


Moments seemed eternal. Then, suddenly, the wire was behind us, untouched. We 
had passed over, probably with so little space between the wheels and wire that only an 
inch micrometer could have accurately measured the distance. 


Without the friendly lift of the morning, or the extra 10 m/h gained in the first 
instance, or the survival act of porpoising, or the drop of the nose to gain speed, or the 
mercifulness of our Creator, this story may have had a much different and, probably, a 
tragic ending. I learned another life-saving rule: look at the height of the grass before 
bedding down. 


I never told John how close we had been to heaven’s door. Why spoil his day. 
Crashing, though, would probably have given the two of us our scrambled eggs, perhaps 
even cooked if the 100 octane gas had caught fire. But I really prefer my eggs scrambled 
in the usual way, cooked on a stove, and with the touch of a woman’s hand. 


That morning’s breakfast was one I enjoyed even more than most. I had more to 
be grateful for than just food on the table and warmth of friends and family around me. I 
was grateful for an extension of life itself. 


wont bacdttitiys. on werd khgupn othe nett blithe 
Roms eat & ed ayes aided wares bee 


| | yard | 
ation ett onal sie, ont oaisaibe moblea 1) vot piece 


tiggtena! > ihe ) avittis2 atin feel bee Ss won ier? 


gw 1 hhuww, vo 31 of ote — vn 1} vite ocadiea Je jet 
ati no erhln alt amt dons ales ods bho © Bano basudi gail ff sn 
we hive ie eee don bab I esoikeoup sagt alls apaihlrcbynies ms: 
t 4 ‘ oe ee 


15% 28 Oats! obo oval wan ol szsereb of Svigored Jon bib yinsbive cdok 
ot devs Seok ey saat sel hearts grtilqol ted. | loco yetz oF beiqamie Ts 
nwo ig A Tgob IRoTeel uy Vio oa al beeqe Heine’ ongley sdf evods canon 

yh IGRI Pees ha bene wont a ca lo Srkgu ois od vileua ij tyinnonar iarlw bas - 
oT [ovr Tika ot) L/W aT pessoa ALA lbeequ qu betoiy sesigq oT, Jed ny ; ot” 
agus bach anscot ot! Mitw nave aew ti nod ylwole oe tavs id .gniqgotb ongadst we 
1 Jove tbe bhivew elsoriw at vedi bettie gew I mispa. Qridemlo iqot onsla af tS 
ie ) > beysyq svad yn 1 sieved, 

SAG er “es wet uw 203 Ylnohbem, redT .tamsts bona emo “Aas 

os Ynatedtt oni% ‘he als: otlw w uit nawisd sonqe siti! oa dtrw yidedoag faveb 
Aéei2th oct beware yetemoos eved eo Telemer 


oF Aj 


yy 


10% Ht ti eux ant 1p aniruoan 9d) to fil yibosvil aden | 
on fo rahi ing, 02 Sour ao gerd arlt 1 Raiaionnog to ron Levjvenae a1 af 
(iE tertes tay, Stith saan duu @ bed oved vant wrote aid? jatserD 1 Ro 2; a ah 


ondiad Lia atte td ior adit 38. Adol olan a 
' oe “a or ‘ Loyd “| ihe a 
gob antl une ie toob 4'navesd oi mead base wv ade fodony Mas 

aqarnon ,2gao beldenesse wan.2u to ov cats movviy vail 7m 

beldeunse sagoyin yay villas Diwll oft dgaes biel al i a t "! 
| ies rcnaeaiee jes he 0 es ews 


rh ‘Cars 
~ of sos: ba lng salto pve beep FS 30 
| sm began ere ea pesca 
- : Lm oD ae ¥ . ao cere mD 
- : } : r: 1; Ms : i i) 1 Bo 7 a, 


ne ee. 
| ot ers! | 
| er Ne ont bie cine wi obs 9 vor recta in tie: tna 


} Sedans | na 


i 2? oe ry ‘—o 


wai srrhanens 
Re eet. a5 i Sistas iy _ seamen ht ohne its car) 
ie Ph osu enh i alalahdea A jin a4) 
ee oh ae 
at iy a ie idtedes e000 a hy Paik van wo, Grelliye te dary” atey 
Eee eben = iy hope nt | 
‘ oe Sy Fen hp Aa aw : bri Be i eee bh yal re! 4 rede it oe 


ae 
Sema ee ih it 


2 | Nts & 
et sig prescot or Pale rra: art peng ase liz’, piey th, bhi aT ee 
oye ‘he _ sod ve Bore 4 ; sa? eee ee aphers a) weet ae es 


wt ate elt tis aa 1 aye ree tie beanorlers We 
aa | | Don 
‘ a, Pits Ban Peper fa th a ji ig oe Fiat’ Poe Aaa vad (se: 
. ccc leee lage: Aor al oy Cee ste etic "Tt Tein St gf’ 
| y ia ik eagle eh ison iy jeans Tak Mie een VE, Fan 
a een Soy yi aie ‘i bay hve * Bitsy et PP Bata rt Peay nk ental tem 


MGR ay gute Ty err Sats Gyn Seats Biretnic frce xe 
ae bath" os ee. se FER INEO ee sf COUNT ey 
ye | mariah Wiad va wih dicted Sars a Hie Hates OT Vals : 
i wlust ey | Weer ith iy ee hie hei EGON. (utey We Grats C A 
By a venta meade 1 ree lhe Die RE Ce BE ular, OO 6, pos »: HNP Tape 
wi bela ks 0" 4c an Sinden vas eae Cid tng Ais he igh od 
- ve sarge nai caluihaibie at am ira. | 


i? aes | 
. 
r ' vai iit. i eagle are icp dry 10 ne 
i a es ahh aine ee Deter lap igi ti ave ta 


Pa) 


i on - 


ale CAPE Svein 

7 we io a) y 
od a) i a we 
mG oF a aul 
ae 


js Site 


Dialect eG 
ana, 0 ee A sal 
iL? Ms am be!) care 4 
a. ny 

a. 

Ve; oe Sed, aes 


’ 
7 E 
iM 
» » re 
i Sg hd 
- - 
- 

yy <a 


OIL, WATER AND MIDDLE EAST PEACE 


Politics in Middle Eastern affairs casts a shadow on all of us in all nations: 


e World Jewry needs a homeland with national and international status,rooted in the lands of 
their fathers,. David and Solomon; 


e Biblical Fundamentalists believe in an imminent Armageddon, a battle which can not be 
postponed, tampered with, or altered even by prayer; 


e Humanists strive to understand Middle East tensions and hatreds, seeking to develop any 
possible remedies to ease the dilemma; . 


e Economists worry about rising inflation brought on by higher crude oil import costs. 
Inflation affects all of us.. 


Roots of the present Israeli/Palestinian dispute originated in Russia as Jews, living under the 
Czars, longed for a better and freer life. Zionist zeal focused on a possible rebirth of their once 
glorious State, and the chance for redemption promised by the Rabbis. 


Dr. Theodor Herzl, a reporter for the Vienna New Fred Press, became the first 
internationally acclaimed leader of the Zionist cause. After writing, "The Jewish State" in 1898, 
he penned his utopian and emotionally charged "Altneuland".(Old New .Land) in 1903. There 
could and would be - he wrote - a highly industrialized nation created solely as a homeland for the 
diaspora! (1) 


The inventive genius behind Herzl's energy plan for the new State was Johann Kremenetzky, 
owner of Europe’s, largest electric light bulb factory. [2] He reasoned that a comparatively 
shallow canal dug through the Jezreel Valley from the Bay of Haifa to the Jordan Rift Valley 
could channel Mediterranean waters to the village of Beit Shean, and from there the water could 
flow through a canal constructed along the eastern slope of the Judean hills to a point 1,000 feet 
above the Dead Sea. The drop from that vantage point to the Dead Sea - six times the height of 
Niagara Falls would generate many kilowatts of electricity. 


Theodor Herzl's creative writing genius, incorporating both the hydro electric idea AND the 
ambitious scheme of linking a ship canal from the Bay of Haifa to. the Indian Ocean via the Gulf 
of Aqaba, ignited the fire of Jewish nationalism. Shekels from the Diaspora, especially the lower 
classes, began to flow into a fund to purchase land from the Arabs. Johann Kremenetzky became 
the first President of the Jewish National Fund. [3] 


Realizing the indigenous Arabs' hostility to Zionist aspirations, Herzl attempted to enlist 
military support from Germany's Kaiser Wilhelm II. Upon seeing the desert lands, the Kaiser 
stated, "It needs water." Herzl replied, "We have a plan." 
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Although not relating the details in his diary, Herzl obviously shared with Kaiser Wilhelm the 
ambitious water I scheme, including use of all fresh water in the area for agriculture and human 
purposes while* the Dead Sea would be replenished by Mediterranean salty tail race waters from 
the 'turbines. The Kaiser added, "It will take money. But then," he added, "you Jews do have 
plenty of that." [4] The Kaiser, for some unknown reason, withheld his country's support. 


Herzl's subsequent travels among European capitals seeking military backing read like a 
jet-set travelogue: Berlin, London, Rome, Constantinople,, Vienna, Paris. His pleadings for large 
contributions from Europe's wealthiest Jewish entrepreneurs, among them the Hirschs and 
Rothschilds, met with the same failure he suffered-from, the world's politicians. Only 44, and 
while spitting up blood on his death bed, Herzl lamented to his Protestant confidant, "I give up 
my blood for my people." (5) 


Dr. Chaim Weizmann, a noted chemist and later the first President of Israel, picked up the 
torch for Zionist aspirations and carried the cause to the English Parliament. Weizmann’s 
research, zeal and persuasiveness, together with WWI political ramifications, led Lord Balfour in 
1919 to give a declaration in writing to Lord Lionel Walter Rothschild approving Zionist goals if 
they would not interfere with the civil and religious rights of Palestine's non-Jews. [6]. 


With Britain's mandate to govern the area, and on the strength of the Balfour Declaration, 
remnants of the Jewish Diaspora began trickling into Palestine. The indigenous Palestinian Arabs 
became disturbed. Riots broke out. A sixty-year war had begun. (7) 


To help quell these animosities, Britain initiated -strict immigration quotas. Even then, 
conditions worsened between the Arab majority and the ever-increasing Jewish minority. The 
1936 Peel Commission and later the 1939 British White Paper failed to appease either the Jews or 
the Arabs. Britain gave notice to the United Nations in 1947 of its intent to withdraw from 
Palestine on May 14, 1948. (8) The Middle East dilemma then became a U.N. problem child. 


The United Nations Special Committee on Palestine (UNSCOP) in late 1947 developed a 
partition plan dividing the land in such a manner that any construction of the Jezreel Valley hydro 
electric facility and canal would pass through both Jewish and Arab designated lands, assuring, 
the need for cooperation in construction of such an energy source or water way. 


Economic union would ,they reasoned, ensure peace! (9) 


For feasibility purposes, several of the ablest engineers involved in the Tennessee Valley 
Authority project studied the plan. Teams of scientists gathered data and a publication entitled 
"TVA on the Jordan" addressed the issue of fresh water rights as well as the unique hydro electric 
plan. The cost was nominal. (10) 


Fresh water sources in Israel and the West Bank became a heated issue in 1951. Israel's 
diversion and exploitation of upper Galilee's water f or her own use brought skirmishes and 
bloodshed. (11) Topographic maps show that rain waters from the Golan Heights and all rivers 
emptying into the Sea of Galilee do, by natural forces, eventually flow to the Dead Sea via the 
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Jordan River unless tapped along its course for agricultural uses or lost to evaporation. Israel's 
tapping of these sweet waters required deep unnatural channels arid construction prompted Arab 
retaliation. [121 The U.N. Security Council addressed the, issue on May 19, 1951, and ordered 
Israelis off Arab-owned lands in the demilitarized zone. [13] Later, in 1953 when Israel renewed 
its diversion of Jordan waters for Negev use, more bloodshed ensued. In Arab minds, Israel not 
only illegally had been given land, but was now stealing water from its natural flow to Arab lands 
and diverting it to Israel's higher ground. Some water had to be pumped to a height of 600 feet. 


President Eisenhower intervened in 1953 and "TVA on the Jordan" became the basis for a 
new study known as the Johnson plan, published under the title "The Unified Development of the 
Water Resources of the Jordan Valley Region.” (14) This proposal called for two irrigation 
canals, each over 40 miles long, paralleling the Jordan River to irrigate, by gravity, the Ghor 
valley. Jordan's canal, tapping the Yarmuk's fresh water before it entered the Jordan River, was 
begun in 1958 with American funds. (15) The West Bank canal, to tap upper Galilee water, never 
became a reality. That water supply was already meeting a portion of Israel's needs.. 


By 1956, border conditions including water rights — and an Arab boycott of Israel's 
economy, brought open warfare. to Israel and her neighbors. The resulting war gained little 
territory for Israel, but she then continued her construction program for expropriation of Galilee 
waters. (16) Industrial, agricultural and population growth attested to a virile nation with 
adequate water supplies. However, Israel suffered energy impotency, having to import.95% of its 
energy supplies. 


Israel's territory increased nearly four fold in the well-planned, well-executed CIA-aided 
1967 war. Israel began supplying 70% of her own energy needs from the Sinai oil fields. Industry 
boomed! Immigrants flocked in! 


The 1967 war also "liberated,” in Israel's terms, Jerusalem and the West Bank. The coveted 
hydro electric project could now be implemented as Israel's eastern boundary became the Jordan 
River. A new and limited publication of the old 1900 idea appeared in 1970 'titled "The Jordan 
Rift Valley: A Challenge for Development." (17) The most outstanding change from "TVA on the 
Jordan" and "Unified Development centered on raising the level of the Dead Sea by 300 feet. 
This act would increase the lake's surface area two fold. The name would be changed to Lake 
Lisan. (18) 


Generating turbines at Beit Shean would tap the potential hydro electric power from the 900' 
drop as Mediterranean waters poured out of the turbines into the Jordan River. The idea was 
shared secretly with King Hussein, but not with Palestinian leadership. (19) 


The 1973 war between Egypt and Israel brought U.S. Secretary of State Henry Kissinger 
into direct negotiations between the two countries.. Our CIA involvement and satellite 
information sharing in Israel’s 1967 success put the U.S. directly in the fore. Sinai oil fields 
reverted to Egypt's ownership. Israel again had to import 95% of her energy. The U.S. taxpayer 
picked up the tab. 
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In water usage, conservationists must commend Tahal, Israel’s water keepers. A water use 
efficiency factor of 95% - including one-third from West Bank/upper Galilee sources - speaks 
eloquently to Israel's water management and warningly of any losses by weather changes, hostile 
action or U.N. diplomatic pressures. (20) If the West Bank becomes a Palestinian State with full 
sovereignty, international law will certainly uphold Palestinian rights to that fresh water now 
being pumped 600' up from the Sea of Galilee and into Israel's water distribution grid. 


This threat, not Palestinian weapons, is Israel's real enemy 


The shock of losing Galilee’s water sources would be disastrous to Israel's morale, 
economy and goals. Either her population, agriculture or industry, or combinations of each, 
would suffer cutbacks. Agricultural cutbacks would require more imports of food products and 
erode their claim of "making the desert 'bloom". Industrial cutbacks would reduce the "added 
value" economy of the small industrial state, inching Israel's economy further toward the brink of 
bankruptcy. A population cut-back forced emigration - would likely- result in a civil war. The 
hopes . and aspirations of most religious and many non-religious Jews would be dashed. To have 
a homeland where only a fraction of the Diaspora can return is most humiliating -when all had 
been promised a home and redemption. 


The crux for solving Middle East peace issues involves then, not Palestinian guns or 
soldiers, or even religious reasons for continuing Israeli occupation of Judea and Samaria (the 
West Bank), but WATER and ENERGY for Israel's CONTINUED EXISTENCE. These issues 
must surface and be resolved. 


There is, in the opinion of many - probably most nations of the world - but one forum for 
these delicate and substantive issues, the same forum that gave birth to Israel: the United Nations! 
Present-day Israel became a nation by U.N. action, not by any single country. For Israel to 
continue as an economically viable entity, she will need energy, water and markets, assets of her 
nearby neighbor nations. 


The hydro electric project utilizing Mediterranean waters elicits the interests of all nations 
bordering the Great Sea.. Tail race waters from Israel's generating plant at Beit Shean flowing 
through the Jordan River, and any change in the Dead Sea level, will require legal actions by 
Jordan. Fresh water. from Lebanon's Litani River, only a few miles from Israel's northern military 
thrusts, may be available in peace negotiations among Lebanon, Israel and the Palestinians in the 
return of Palestinian refugees to the West Bank. Israel's better markets are her next-door 
neighbors, the Arab nations. Flare gas wastes into the atmosphere nearby. 


Economic union, the concept of the United Nations partitioning committee, remains valid 
today. Negotiations and cooperation of Israel with Jordan and the new State of Palestine can 
create an inland port city at the common point of their borders; construct the canal linking that 
city with the Bay of Haifa, and build railways extending to Jordan's neighboring states. 
Negotiation and cooperation between Israel and the OAPEC nations could create markets f or 
Israeli goods, as Israel purchases flare gas for desalination of canal water in cogeneration facilities 
deep in the Negev. 
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Events in the Middle East do affect each of us in some way. A just peace and resultant 
easing of tensions would certainly be like a Messiah for many Israeli Jews. Fundamentalists and 
Orthodox Jews could still look forward to that "day" as they have for centuries. Humanists could 
shift their priorities. Economists and capitalists could search f or replenishable crude oil 
substitutes while enjoying Arab oil in the interim. The shadow of war could evaporate like the 
morning mist. 


Can economic union in the Middle East, with so many benefits accruing to all, become a 
reality? Economic union began as a concept in the United Nations. This concept must be 
resurrected now and grow to reality through United Nations deliberations! 
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Research - Resource 
6417 Antoine, #2815 
Houston, TX 77091 


Frank D. Breckbill 

December 18, 1985 

Report of Mideast Trip, Dec. 2 through 14, 1985. 
Subject: Israel: Another Hot War or a Just Peace? 


Yesterday's headlines identified again the fragile ceasefire existing between Israel and 
Syria. "You must move your missile launchers back from Lebanon's borders," warned Israel, 
"Because you are infringing on our right to ‘freedom of the skies". Three or four times a day 
while in Israel our group cringed when hearing a sonic boom In a fortress environment, where 
nearly every uniformed soldier carries TWO machine guns, each sonic boom sounded like a 
bomb. Life is most tense in Israel. 


How interestingly discouraging: Israel manufactures guns, missiles,, tanks, patrol boats 
and jet fighters but no tractors, cars or trucks. Only weapons of war. In a near bankrupt economy 
Israel must import millions of dollars of hardware while her industry cranks out lethal weapons of 
death. 


Our party of 16, all serious students of the Israeli/Palestinian debacle, included individuals 
in age from 37 to 83; Agnostic to Fundamentalist; layman to Priest, both Catholic and Anglican. 
One individual was on her 74th trip. 


The Americans for Middle East Understanding arranged the tour, having sent invitations 
to many of their subscribers to The Link. California's. member of the group, accompanied by his 
wife, still works for Bechtel Corporation and once served as technical advisor to Secretary 
Schultz. New York State is home base for a Catholic Priest, two Franciscan Brothers and our 
AMEU staff tour director. Delaware's member is an Anglican Priest. Texas provided a Political 
Science Professor, a writer/lecturer and myself. Florida was represented by a Catholic who was 
Treasurer to a nearby NAAA. On leave from The Sunday Times came the author of Sacred Rage 
[Robin Wright]. From Minnesota, a Professor of Linguistics from Wisconsin, a Presbyterian 
Cleric with 40 years involvement in Middle East affairs. And from Ohio, the 74-trip matriarch, 
now 83, and her United Methodist lady traveling companion. 


Because of the diversity of backgrounds and independent studies, each of us were an expert 
in our own field but generally ignorant in most others. The questions asked in sessions with the 
exiled Palestinians, or members of the PLO, or members of the Knesset were as diversified as the 
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members of the group and a much broader scope of the root problems surfaced than under more 
“normal” circumstances. We were NOT the usual "Holy Land Tourists". 


Our host tour director in East Jerusalem was Palestinian Nahir Tearzi,. brother of Zehdi 
Terzi. Zehdi had been the Palestinian Observer to the United Nations for many years. I had met 
him in his office in New York City in 1977 on my return from a Peace Conference in Tel Aviv. 
The family is Christian. They were forced out of their Jaffa home at gun-point in the '48 war. One 
morning in a blithe spirit Nahim began singing Amazing Grace in our hotel foyer. I joined his lusty 
voice with tenor harmony. 


We met with the Mayor of Nablus who had lost his legs, from the knees down, to a 
terrorist bomb planted in his car by a Zionist sympathizer. When his daughter finally reached the 
car, already under Israeli guard, the Policeman reached in and laughingly handed her a severed 
limb. "Here, do you want to take this to your father? He could probably use it". 


The Mayor -, now displaced by an Israeli appointee, talked with us for over 45 minutes. 
"They (The Israelis) have encircled our city with their settlements, preventing us from expanding, 
and they now control our water and electricity resources. They probably are listening to our 
conversations with beams on my windows. They used to tap my phone, but that appears 
unnecessary now." 


Nearly every high prominence around Palestinian Villages, whether in Israel or occupied 
territory, supports condominiums of fortress construction for Israeli settlers. Some of these 
communities house from 30,000 to 50,000 and figures are not published. Not all are occupied. 
One can easily envision a cache of weapons, even tanks, being at ready, nestled somewhere within 
the compound waiting in the event of revolt. Or war. : 


Palestinians police their own villages and are permitted to carry pistols. But in the same 
block there may be one or two Israeli soldiers with their machine guns. 


We were shown bulldozed ruins of houses, which were demolished as punishment to the 
entire family for a son's throwing rocks at Israeli vehicles. These monuments to the "heavy fist" 
policy keep a village in psychological terror. Sons are often picked up for no known reason, 
except that they are about to complete their schooling, or that they were friends of someone who 
had throne rocks. 


The first 18 days of prison, for most, is intense interrogation. Another 15 days may be 
added. Then another 15 days. Most are released after a month or two without charges. But the 
experience, the disruption of their learning process, even the embarrassment, weighs heavily on 
the young man. One in every six Palestinians have at some time been imprisoned - 200,000 
Palestinians in all. 


Much of the land in Israel proper and in the occupied zones has been confiscated, or 
"appropriated" for numerous reasons. "The land has not been worked." "Security needs.” 
"Punishment." 


- 4 z » iin 
i) 


—— a 
thdloS Yo redid Bin leit neininaslet ani ee rolsasnioh sae mi 1 
mat belt ghee ee veh aint Mala ad ai | reson 
vivA (s'¥,ni sone wsiwoD 9088 s moit muster yer ho VTE WHO ahwY 

wine persis ghumeedae plegeneirsavixcwl yi + nc exw 

veut sat bene} I so yot istet wo of ager) gaisamé ga 


8) awob esszl orf monk yet aud fol bed 

ars hofloget viiseit isidgush sid medW rosislingmye. J uD | r 

bymvee & od behead yignifguel bas oi bedzeg nee by ; 
"au dado loo 9S 0 ae a ir a rol 5 

1 Ae : vial ’ 
eouoita 2) tavo 1 au citi bods: sstniogas tana na état won. Toya me 

mempingihentsinal- paige dsaareyedizwin:  < FRING edsazal ofT) 
me oF gaineteil ors yidsdorg yatT .2s01wo0esT wise 120 lowing 

crap tedi gyd otfodg vm ast of bee yodT alespeaiaw > 

ia f 


‘'beiqus2e 20 lasvei oi todiodiw zepalli¥ wine toe nino ices ha : s 

-qeediin- nav, zvslinen Heat xf HOLST RMNCR 20 emuinimobnos 4 n 

bsiquoce 918 liz jo badaildug Jon o18 esruph baw 000,02 oF 600,08 sueibsiamila AOAEO 
aislinw stotwomee bolo .vbeer te guied 2ins? ceva enous Io sdagos woe a 29 a 
1sw 10 over to Ineve st ni gritiqw | eT 


+ Oita nc . 
arn nite 1 slonsig crea ot botticnson Gniannaaanlile wo sedi oilian it 
ans san ad ee vr 
oi! a) Inervdainue a5 bedeomeb otaw doilwe putin te tin reacted 9 a wy 
"tai yvaod” sdf of eatenignen seotT rolorky iowal te eloer wuiwend Soe a 30 ian wt on 
srmplleahachgrlee) pangs yornibigietys ie 6 ste a me ee. 
nn eanecon nil no ot oa mapltarsp | 


10 


a 


“Um 6 Fs WW a ; 4 ye (ae 
ota 6h aA enoexovetn cmon di nom Waa toy iF. 
ont uti zeguedo tuorkiw ow) 10 Mioom a tofts beesek e epee 
no vires atgiow anermannadins add aove geovouy gale (to noitqenaity oft 200ske 
000,008 - basoenqeel need seit oenoe 1s, oved am cove ti oA cain gmx 


it - ae at Set 

pu: i , bee le 

| ~ eR so VRE SP a, 
j 7 7 


A Palestinian Lawyer, educated in the USA, told me that "The appropriation of 
Palestinian lands is being investigated. The Hyatt Regency is building on land in East Jerusalem 
that once belonged to Palestinians. He stated, "The owners were offered about 1/20th the current 
value. Most refused. Now they wait to see if Israel will retain control over the West Bank or if, in 
peace negotiations, the West Bank may become a Palestinian State." The question is ‘Clear title’. 
What a surprise to both new and old owners if there should be a Palestinian State created on the 
West Bank and true value could be paid the former owner. 


Even the Church of the Latter Day Saints (Mormons) may be affected. They are building a 
huge school in East Jerusalem with a glorious view of the East Wall of Old Jerusalem. They 
originally wanted to build a Temple but the occupying Israeli government said no. Only 
arguments from the Moderates and Leftists have permitted any Mormon construction at all. The 
Moderates argued “How could we Israelis be perceived by the world to be a Democracy if we did 
not permit yet another Church group to build an edifice in Jerusalem?” 


But the Mormon religion is seen by most Israeli leaders as being more of a threat to 
Judaism than most other religions. And, the Mormons clearly back Zionist goals. But, clear title 
to Mormon land may be in question some day. 


We visited a Palestinian refugee camp in Jordan's Baaqa Valley. A city of 65,000. The 
fourth largest city in Jordan. The camp was tidy, disciplined, the youth dedicated to learning, and 
most intense. The Palestinian 'Mayor' gave us a 30 minute briefing and graciously permitted 
pictures to be taken. 


The children wished to be photographed. They smiled and competed for a chance on 
camera. All seemed to radiate hope. Only among Refugee Palestinian children did I feel non- 
embarrassment for being an American. They probably had been told that any American visitors to 
their camp would try to right the wrongs American policy makers have made these many years. . 


Most able bodied men from the camp work close by and when they have saved sufficiently, 
many add a room to their home or in other ways upgrade the premises. Few can ever save enough 
to buy real estate for a permanent home in Jordan. And, nearly all want to 'Go home’. 


We visited the Knesset. It was in the afternoon. The Session had closed. Members were 
having tea in the cafeteria. We had appointments with three, but were early. Out of the blue we 
were asked, "Would you like to meet with Rabbi Kahane"? All 16 said "Yes"! 


Tables were arranged so that he sat at the head and the 16 of us sat at the sides. The page 
who arranged our meetings in the Knesset, a Palestinian Israeli from Acer, had also brought a 
youthful Jewish reporter into the room. Of the several questions asked of Kahane, the exchange 
between the reporter and the Rabbi was the most interesting. 


From the reporter, "Would you risk yet another war to rid Israel of the Palestinians?" 
Kahane stated he would answer with two questions. "Would you want to live in a State where 
very soon you would be in the minority and they in the majority?" To nearly everyone's surprise, 
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the reporter said, "Yes, rather than war." Without hesitation and almost with venom, Kahane 
replied, "I am sorry, but you are not a Jew! You are a human being, but you are not a Jew." The 
second question, never asked, had been made moot. 


Our group discussed the ramifications of that interchange several times. 


Two members of the Likud Party shared their beliefs with us; God had given the land to 
them and they were only redeeming it for their own. 


Retired General Mati Peled, whose party holds two seats in the Knesset and to which most 
of the Communists in Israel belong, also met with us. Peled believes an International Conference 
with Syria, Russia, Jordan and all others interested in the area, and negotiating together, is the 
only solution to the dilemma. He has advocated a Palestinian State on the West Bank for many 
years. He is seldom welcome in American Jewish circles. When I mentioned I had heard he was a 
communist, he laughed and quickly reassured the group that he was NOT. He said he had known 
of the charges. The myth kept him isolated from mainstream American Jews. 


We met with Anglican Vice Bishop of Jordan, Elias Khouri, a member of Al Fatah and one 
of the two negotiators who spoke with the Thatcher Government recently. They had been 
instructed to ‘Recognize’ Israel's right to exist. At the last moment the Senior member said no, 
"The act would give away yet another trump card and Israel has never conceded one thing to us." 


Father Khouri returned to Jordan, offered his resignation, but Al Fatah refused. Khouri still 
believes he was right and that the ball would have then been in the Israeli court. Coming from the 
once Bishop of East Jerusalem, arrested in 1979 and held without charges in isolation for 4 
months., then taken to the Jordan River and deported; hearing THIS statement from THIS man 
made most of us believe the Palestinians are ready to negotiate a peace. 


Many times we heard, "Israel does not want peace!", from Jordanians, Palestinians, even 
some Israelis. Her industrial weapons output strengthens the belief. Israel has more firepower 
than all the neighboring Arab Nations together. She is the 4th largest military power in the world. 
Nearly everyone ‘Knows' she has atomic weapons: Very sophisticated weapons. Some so small 
they can be fired from a six inch gun barrel. There is a strong belief both her military men and our 
Pentagon Masters would enjoy seeing the weapons tested under battlefield conditions. Many 
watching the nuclear armament scene fear firing any nuclear weapons in the Middle East could 
trigger the 3rd World War. 


A briefing at our Embassy included a veiled idea that our policy makers are encouraging both 
Syria and Jordan to open hostilities with Israel so that she can be, "Worn down". "Then she will 
negotiate". Rabbi Kahane stated, "We do not want more ground, but if there is war we will keep 
all that we can take." Syria and Jordan would certainly not stand a chance against Israel's 
retaliation. Our group mused aloud, "Just who is making our Middle East foreign policy". 


We were told on several occasions by various lecturers about the uneven way we distribute 
our foreign aid to the Middle East countries: $1,000 each year to each Israeli man, woman and 
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child. $100 to each Egyptian man, woman and child. None to a Palestinian unless he is a refugee, 
and then only a pittance through the United Nations. Now those funds are in jeopardy. In answer 
to the Israeli claim that Palestinians living in the Israel and the West Bank have better living 
conditions than those .living in Jordan, Lebanon or Syria, one must agree. But we also must 
examine another scenario: If we gave aid to Jordan, Lebanon or Syria equal to Israel, what then 
might be the living conditions of the refugees? 


While walking through several of the Palestinian Villages, both in Israel and the occupied 
West Bank, children 12 and above would look angrily at us. When I mentioned this to a 
Palestinian businessman who spoke and understood my language, having earned his PhD in 
America, he told me, "That condition is very normal. As children they are taught to hate you. But 
the conflict and frustration within the individual is most intense because our religion - Sunni 
Muslim - teaches us NOT to hate". 


Most aware Palestinian adults are most open. Tea and sweets are a must to every visitor. 
When they realize we will return to America ant try to bring peace to their troubled land they are 
most appreciative. 


A hot war or a cold peace? Both could be so close that tomorrow may be the day of that 
beginning. But everywhere we heard "You Americans hold all the cards. You underwrite the 
Israeli economy. You supply them with the most modern of weapons. You permit Israel to make 
your Middle East policy”. 


The briefing we heard in our Embassy is undoubtedly the wish -perhaps even the policy - of 
Israeli hard-liners. A war with Jordan, the almost certain occupation of the East Bank; THEN 
negotiations for the return of the East Bank to Jordan for Israel's legitimately keeping the West 
Bank. A war with Syria, an occupation of the Syrian Baaqga Valley; THEN the return of the 
Baaga Valley for the Golan Heights. 


Fortunately, President Assad and King Hussein are aware of the fragile cold war and realize 
the slightest provocation may bring American made jets raining American made cluster bombs 
down on their people. The fear of nuclear missiles must be that much worse. 


I was told by a brother of a member of the PLO Council that Assad AND Hussein AND 
Arafat have agreed to stand together and ask Israel to come to the peace table. "Why", I asked, 
"have we not seen this in our American newspapers?" He does not know. 


I enquired of our host at the 4 star Galilee Hotel Commune how long they had been in 
business. He replied, "Over 23 years". I asked if the Syrians had ever shot at them from the Golan 
Heights. He replied, "No." I wondered silently about the claims the Israelis made that the Golan 
Heights was a threat to their security and thus excused their actions in taking that territory in the 
‘67 war. 


I noticed in the late evening a glow of lights from the settlements on the far distant hills. 
The settlers are in a position to see the lights of Damascus. 
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So are Israel's gunners able to see Damascus from the same promontory. Israel's cruise 
missiles could destroy Syria's capital city in the twinkling of an eye. 


A hot war or a Just Peace. Only our Government can make the call. 


In a breakfast meeting with the Jordanian Foreign Minister, our group was told that if there 
are no negotiations started before September of 1986, most hope for a negotiated settlement will 
die. Israel's power will change from the more moderate Labor to the more militant Likud. The 
US, he pointed out, will begin on the Presidential re-election process, which normally slows and 
even stops Mid-east posturing until the votes are in. 


Israel is approaching a D-Day, a decision day. A hot war or a Just Peace. A slip by either 
Syria or Jordan and Israel will have the war she apparently desires. Most say she does not really 
need provocation. Most say only the United States can control the volatile situation. 


There are media reports suggesting a subtle change in reporting; The spy case involving 
Pollard has blossomed into a New York Times full page article appearing in the Houston 
Chronicle with banner headlines, "TIES THAT BLIND". The US and Israeli Flags left no doubt 
even to the casual reader the thrust of the article. And from Jerusalem, nearly every Jerusalem 
Post carried at least one article critical of appropriations, detention or “spy-related" articles. 


This media attention is necessary to re-educate Americans and help us regain our Middle 
East policy making process. Let us hope that time is yet on our side and that we continue to work 
to achieve a Just Peace in the Middle East. 
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